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„Hey, folks, daddy's home! What's for supper? Who cooked?" 


Till coming home roaring like this meant that he was hungry. Like very hungry. Hungry enough to get really 
pissed when the answers to those questions were a) stew and b) Paul. 


Not that Paul cooked worse than any of them. He actually cooked quite well when he was - inspired. If he wasn 
+, he'd just throw everything that looked edible into a pot and let it simmer for two hours. And really, who 
could blame him for his lack of creativity, regarding the stuff you got in the stores nowadays. Even if you 
happened to have money. 


Till frowned and sniffed at the big pot on the cooker. 


"What's in there?" he asked, his tone suggesting that he'd rather not find out if he could help it. 
Paul shrugged. "Leftovers with loads of turnips and a few potatoes. Why?" 
Raising an eyebrow, Till lifted the lid, clearly hoping that Paul was kidding. 


Richard, who sat at the table nearby with Christoph, quickly ducked his head, as he knew that Paul wasn't 
kidding at all. Stews that consisted of more turnips than anything else had already caused Till to chuck 
whatever was at hand at whoever had the misfortune to be in the way before, regardless of whether or not 
one had helped cooking it. Which Richard hadn't, at least not tonight. There had been nothing he could have done 
to prevent tonights supper from being yet another pot of completely tasteless turnip stew. 


It was a drag, Since the county had undergone all those changes five years ago, next to everything had become 
difficult to an almost unbearable degree. 


It had started with just a handful of people who, dissatisfied with how things went in this country, had started 
to openly protest against the government. These few people had quickly become a few thousand, and finally half 
of the country’s inhabitants had been marching in the streets, claiming a few basic human rights. And it hadnt 
gone well. The ever-present military had just as quickly crushed the revolt. After a few weeks of total chaos 
on the verge of a full-blown civil war, everything had been way worse than it had been before, and if people 
had assumed that living in this country had sucked in the past, they had had time to learn how it felt when 
things really sucked during the last years. 


The government had declared a state of emergency that never had been lifted since. There was the prohibition 
of assembly, of course, along with the prohibition of almost everything that could have brought people 
together. Pubs were closed. Night clubs were closed. Movie theaters, too. Private TV sets, even private radios 
were forbidden. Alcohol was forbidden, probably out of fear from the liquid courage it provided. And what was 
forbidden for sure were rock concerts, which was a really bad thing for Richard and his friends. They were a 


band, for fucks sake. All these new laws had robbed them of their entire livelihood. 


On the other hand, all these regulations were hardly ever enforced The state was bankrupt and not really 
what could be called governed at all, so all the things that were forbidden took place underground. And if you 
couldn't find a legal job (and it had become the norm not to find one, as all the country’s subsidized industry 
had slumped), that was where you made your living by now. You couldn't rely on the police or the military not 
to show up at whatever sordid place you went to at night, but if you wanted to live at all, you just had to live 
with the risk of being arrested, sent to jail, deported or whatever. 


So as rock shows were almost impossible to put on, the six band members had been forced to find something 
else to live on, to at least be able to eat every day - but, well, the stores were empty anyway - and to pay 
the rent for what used to be a car service station and now served as their collective crash pad and rehearsal 


studio, whatever there was to rehearse for. Which was the reason why Till always came home that hungry. 


He was one of the lucky guys who had found an actual job. Nothing special, he was just a roustabout at a 
construction site, hard work for very little money. Flake had been that lucky, too, albeit just by mistake. The 
job agency had accidentally listed him as "Lorenz, Christine" instead of "Christian" and had placed him with a 
rich family (yes, something like that actually existed) that had been looking for a babysitter. Now he looked 
after two bratty little boys all day long and came home grumpy more often than not, threw that day's 
earnings into the empty coffee can on the shelf, ate next to nothing and holed up in his corner with a book or 
a newspaper right away. They all missed their friend’s dry humor on days like this and made a lot of effort to 
cheer him up, but when he had to leave the house the next day, he was usually just as pissed as before. But 
then again, he at least had something to throw into their coffee can every day. Unlike the rest of them. 


Olli sometimes worked as a night guard, sometimes as a bouncer at one of the seedy backyard night clubs 
that had become the only - and of course absolutely illicit - source of entertainment for the people and were 
well frequented as a result. Paul worked at joints like that, too, whatever he found to do there, from cleaning 
to helping to procure the illegal booze they sold to delivering boxes of God-knows-what to other clubs or 
private houses. None of that was something like a reliable income; what the both of them put into their coffee 
can when they came home could be anything between a dime they found in the gutter and the value of Till’s 


weekly pay. One could never know. 


Nobody had found out yet what Christoph did. It looked like he did nothing at all. But whenever the coffee can 
was empty and no money was anywhere in sight, he would leave the house, return the next morning with a 
wad of cash and a morose face, curl up on his mattress and be completely unresponsive for the next twenty- 


four hours. 


That worried Richard. After all, he and Chris were close, way closer than they all were anyway. He tried hard 
to make his contribution to their combined income, not just because they needed everyone's money to make 
ends meet, but also to keep that expression off his friend's face. But his "job" was just as unsteady as Paul's 
and Ollis. What Richard did for breadwinning was backyard wrestling. 


That was quite a new thing around here, but a lot of people were absolutely crazy about it, just like they had 
been crazy about the gladiators in ancient Rome. Luckily, it wasn't mandatory for one of the fighters to 
actually die in the ring (at least Richard had never been it a fight where someone had been killed), but the 
audience paid sums that were amazing, regarding how poor most of the people were, just to see these fights, 
and a number of clubs made ninety percent of their turnover on Friday nights and very early Sunday 


mornings, when the matches took place. 
Tonight was Friday night. And Richard was booked. 


He couldn't get a fight every week, as there were a lot of men who couldnt find a proper job and had to do 

nasty stuff like that in order to support their kids or just to be able to survive themselves. Sometimes, he'd 
also come home banged up so badly that he couldn't get into the ring for two weeks. But the club owners and 
the audiences liked him, partly because he was good-looking (at least prior to the fights), but mostly because 


he knew what he was doing. 


Richard had started wrestling as a kid; he knew all the moves, knew how to get through a long match and 
could at least avoid to get seriously injured. But what was required in the ring today was still very different 
from the sport he had been introduced to as a child. 


There was hardly any other rule than "give the people what they want to see", and what the people wanted 
really didn't allow for any rules. They wanted action. Blood, if possible. A broken limb every now and then 
Fortunately, Richard hadn't broken more than his left little finger so far, but the guys, who attended all of his 
fights, mostly out of sympathy, still had to drag him home, literally, more often than not, even when he won. 


Richard sighed into his stew. What was in store for him tonight would definitely involve lots of pain again. If he 
won, they would at least not have to worry about what to eat for the next week or two, as the winner got 
the win bonus and was entitled to a share of the money the book-makers made that night on top of that. The 
looser, on the other hand, got next to nothing, barely enough to buy whatever amount of bandages and 


painkillers he would need after the fight. 


He was so lucky to be with his guys, Richard thought as he let his glance wander over his friend's faces while 
they were eating. Alone, he'd be shot. If he didnt have the five of them, he'd starve to death after every 
match he lost. They sure as hell were dirt poor, as was proved again right now by the pot of turnip stew 
they all were fed up to the teeth with, served in a chilly room with dirty concrete walls that had never been 
meant for someone to actually live in. But one of them would always find something that would help them to 
survive the next day. Even the smallest things, divided by six, were at least something. Nothing stayed nothing, 
even if you could keep all of it to yourself. 


Till cleared his throat. He was only a little older than the rest of them, but they all looked up to him in one 
way or another, and not only because he was the one to bring home the lion’s share of the money they all 
lived on. As far as Richard was concerned, he had every reason to announce his coming home from work as 
"daddy's home", like he had done today. He surely acted that way at times. 

"Now Reeshy, ready to win a fight tonight?" he asked in an attempt to cheer all of them up a bit. Nobody in 
this room was really happy with one of them being beaten up for money again, so the mood had been a very 
chastened one, even before the unspeakable supper they had just finished. 

Richard just nodded silently. 


Underneath the table, Christoph secretly squeezed his hand. 


To be continued 


Mann gegen Mann 


Mann gegen Mann 


When Richard and his friends arrived at the club that would be the setting of tonight's fight, the place was 
already packed with people. He slightly wondered, like he often did, why the ban on public assembly had been 
launched at all when nobody, not even the police, gave a flying shit about it. People just went on with their 
lives as they had always done; the only thing that had changed was that these lives were greyer, poorer, and 
overshadowed by way more fear by now. What kind of sense did that make? 

The club owner greeted him jovially, as he would be tonights chief attraction (at nights without wrestling 
matches, the asshole didn't even remember Richard's name), gave a brief nod to Olli and Paul, both of whom 
worked for him occasionally, and completely ignored the others. 

They did like they always did before Richard went to the small room at the backside of the ancient building to 
get ready for a fight: one by one, they gave him a hug, patted his back, and everyone tried to encourage him 
one way or another. The familiar feeling of excitement, mixed with fear and an inexplicable trace of sadness 
that always accompanied him from the minute he entered the club until the minute he entered the ring spread 
in Richard's guts when Till told him that he would surely make it through the match in no time, when Paul 
enthusiastically expressed his confidence in Richard's wrestling abilities, when Flake pulled his usual worried face 
and told him not to put himself into unnecessary danger - and of course when Christoph, instead of saying 
something, kissed him softly on the lips while the others shielded them with their bodies for a few seconds of 
privacy. Then Olli put his arm around Richard's shoulder and escorted him to the improvised dressing room, 
where he would meet his opponent for tonight. 

All the guys who wrestled at the night clubs were amateurs, so nobody had something like a coach to bring 
along. But what was allowed to bring was a second, like, back in the day, the rivals in duels did - someone who 
waited in their corner, who tended to the fighters between two rounds, and who would - literally - pick them 
up after the match. Richard usually brought Olli 

He couldn't bring Till, as Till simply hated these matches and only attended them to make sure that Richard 
got home in one piece when the night was over. He would rather have spent the night in an entirely different 
part of the city if it hadnt been for Richard. 

He couldn't bring Flake, for the same reason. Flake’s task would be to take care of Richard's injuries after the 
fight, but he always hated to see them inficted, first place. 

He couldn't bring Christoph, of course. Chris hardly got through a night like this at all, due to both his 
generally soft heart and the fact that this soft heart loved Richard dearly. His part in all this would come last, 
when they were back home, when the lights were out and everyone else was sleeping. 

He had taken Paul along twice, but that hadnt worked, either. Paul got way too agitated and couldn't stay out 
of the ring during the rounds. And if there was something that was forbidden for sure, it was the second 
intervening. 

So Olli it was. He was a good companion who kept calm and had an eye for a fighter’s weak spots so that he 


could give Richard advice in the breaks. 


When they walked into the dressing room tonight, Richard's heart sank. His opponent was already there, and 
Richard knew him. His name was Jannis, and they had fought before. 

Jannis was a good wrestler. And not only that, he was also a good deal heavier than Richard. Plus, his 
motivation to win was next to unbeatable: four kids he had to feed. He was a nice guy Richard generally liked, 
but he couldnt care now. He would have to try and kick the shit out of him regardless. 

He put on his shorts and let Olli help him to carefully bandage his wrists and hands, as always. It wasn't 
forbidden, next to nothing was forbidden - if he had chosen to wear boxing gloves, that would have been okay, 
too - but hardly anyone did it, as it restricted their agility. Richard did it regardless. He was a guitar player, 
after all. His biggest fear was not the pain, or to lose the fight. It was his hands suffering some kind of 
damage. 

And then it was time. Olli gave him a last tight hug before he got in the ring, blanked his mind and thought of 
nothing but his next move, his next step, his opponent's next blow and, whenever he got a little break, of 
Christoph’s tender kiss. 

But it was no use tonight. They were absolutely on a par with each other and fought for ten seemingly endless 
rounds, and in the end, Jannis had a little more strength left and pinned Richard to the floor. The bell that 
announced the end of the match was the last thing he heard before his world went black for a minute. 

The next thing he felt was being pulled to his feet; Ollis low voice insisted on him coming along. The cheers 
from the crowd barely registered with him, and they weren't directed at him this time anyway. All he saw 
was a blur, a blur in which he finally recognized Flake’s face. 

They took him to the shower area where they sat him down on a plastic stool under one of the shower heads. 
Flake’s slender fingers examined him meticulously, moved his joints, touched him here and there, carefully 
avoiding to add to the pain that would certainly start as soon as Richard got out of this haze. 

"Seems quite alright so far. Skull’s okay, spine’s okay, arms and legs, too. A few cuts. But I'm not sure that he 
hasn't a crack in that rib here. Must have been that guy's knee at the end of the ninth round.. might be a 
while until we can let him getting himself thrashed like that again", Flake grunted. 

Olli took off to tell the others while Flake stripped both Richard and himself, turned on the water and started 
to clean the both of them up. 

Richard realized only now that he was obviously bleeding, and just because of the reddish suds that ran down 
Flake’s hand and arm as he carefully washed his face. 

"That blood..?" he mumbled. 

"Hm. You've got a cut on your forehead." 

"Uh-huh." 

"People loved it", Flake remarked dryly. 

He was right, that was why people came to see these fights. When they still had movie theaters, they got 
their kicks there, but since there were no more movie theaters, someone else had to provide these kicks. If 
they didn't see at least little bit of blood at some point during the match, they felt betrayed. So they had at 
least put on a good show tonight, which meant that Richard would be booked again - that thought made him 
equally happy and sick 

"But | lost", he finally said tiredly. 

Flake pulled him up, steadied him with one arm, and started washing his back. 

'It was a good fight", he said softly and placed a friendly kiss on the top of Richard's head. "You just had the 
shit luck" 


"But the money..| lost out on a lot of money. Again’ 

"You can't always win, Reesh, who would want to book you if you did? The book-makers would go nuts. And 
fuck the money", Flake added while he quickly and effectively washed his crotch - funny, Richard thought, how 
Flake managed to just wash him when he just washed him. Whenever he showered with Christoph, there never 
was such a thing like just washing. 

They lingered in the shower much longer than necessary, something they could never do at home, where hot 
water was scarce. All of them tried to grab showers wherever they could, and if they showered at home, 
then always in pairs, because the water would turn cold after fucking ten minutes. Whoever wasn't clean then 
had to either freeze, or wait for another three hours for the water to heat up again, or just stay dirty. 
When Flake had cleaned Richard to his satisfaction, he turned off the water, dabbed him dry as if he was 
made of glass and just shook his head. 

"You know, one of these days | will probably find myself having to tell you that your hand is smashed and you 
will never play guitar again. Or wrestle, as for that matter, when it’s your spine instead of your hand." 

Old Flake, prophesying doom and destruction again..if he hadn't been that tired, Richard would have smiled. But 
his buddy just cared for him, and that felt good. It felt good that somewhere in this fucked-up world someone 
still cared about something. 

"What's funny?" Flake groused. The corner of Richard's mouth had obviously twitched. 

"Nothing, just.. you're a good guy, Flake, old lad." 

"Hmph" was all the good guy replied while he helped Richard to get dressed. 

They finally went to meet the others who already waited near the exit, and Richard almost collapsed into 
Christoph’s arms. 

‘Sorry, sweetheart, | blew it", he murmured into his friend's neck. The arms that held him felt shaky. 

"Are you okay, baby?" Christoph whispered back. 

Richard shrugged. "More or less. Just tired." 

And there was Till, along with Paul and Olli. 

"Lets see that we get you home, Reesh, this joint makes me sick. Up for a little walk?" 

Richard groaned. Of course, there was the way home. It wasn't far away, but he was in no mood for a walk, 
however little. They would have to walk, though. None of them had a car, and public transportation had been 
reduced to a minimum and certainly didn't run at this time. 

What had taken them twenty minutes earlier that night took them almost two hours now. Every bone in 
Richard's body started shrieking a different tone of agony, some a bit sooner, others a bit later, and by the 
time Paul unlocked their door, his whole anatomy felt like it would dissolve into a long, long canon of pain any 
minute now, a canon that would most possibly last all night, all day tomorrow, and all weekend long, too. 

Till; who had almost carried him for the last half hour, helped him to sit down on his mattress. 

"Okay, tough guy, here we are. Everything alright?" 

"Naw." 

Till lifted an eyebrow. Richard did the same. 

"What are you expecting, a handstand or something?" 

Till smiled a little and ruffled his hair. 

"Dont take it all too hard, Reesh. We'll scrape by, we always do, right? Whoever fights can lose. No big deal. 
And | guess the other guy wont feel any better than you do right now." 

Richard flashed a quick glance at Till's face. lt was calm, as it mostly was (except for times of insufficient 
food), and this calmness was usually contagious. If Till said it was no big deal to lose a fight, it was no big deal, 


at least not at this very moment. 
"But the landlord will come for the rent on Monday’, Richard reminded him. "And we already couldn't pay last 
month. We would have really needed the money." 


Till smiled at him some more, but he couldn't make it look cheerful. Not at all. 


To be continued 


Damit ich schlafen kann 


Damit ich schlafen kann 


Richard winced in pain as he tried to find a remotely comfortable way to just as much as sit on his thin 
mattress. The way home had left him wiped out almost worse than the wrestling match he had, well, /ost 
tonight, what was the use in sugarcoating it. It hadnt been long since he had turned twenty-nine, but he 
thought that if he ever got as old as he felt right now, he would consider himself lucky. 

Flake and Christoph came over, Flake with an almost empty bottle of muscle balm and Christoph with 
everything soft he had found - a spare blanket, his towel, a knitted sweater and whatnot - which he converted 
Richard's bed into a soft nest with. 

"You'll take care of him, Chris, won't you?" Flake said, handing him the bottle. "Don't bring any of this into one 
of the cuts or into anyone's eyes or - at other sensitive spots." He managed to say the latter in a dead 
serious manner, without just the faintest smile. "And Reesh, you'll wake me up if anything starts to feel worse, 
alright?" 

"I think I'm okay, Flake, but thanks, | will." 

"You're not okay. I'm pretty sure that you have at least one broken rib." 

"IF that's all, I'm glad. | feel like | had - how many bones do | have in total..?" 

"Two hundred and twelve, as far as | remember." 

"No surprise | feel like shit then. Feels like they were all cracked in one way or another." 

"That's not funny, Richard. Wrestling is right out for a while, you hear me?" 

"I hear you, mommy." 

Flake stared at him for a few seconds, then he turned to Christoph. 

"You try to talk some sense into him." 

Christoph just nodded. 

Paul crawled onto his mattress, right next to Richard's, and handed him a bottle. 

"Here, | thought you might need it." 

It was a beer. Richard was touched. 

"Thanks, Paull | think | didn't have a beer in a month.. hope you didn't pay for it!" Beer, like everything 
alcoholic, was really expensive. 

Paul smirked. 

"Are you nuts? Found it. More or less." 

Richard smirked back. 

"That's highly illegal stuff, you know that, right?" 

"Hell, the last legal thing we did tonight was eating turnip stew..maybe it helps you to fall asleep." 

"Yeah, maybe. Thanks, man" Suddenly, the light went out. Flake had hit the switch. "Night, Paul." 

"Night" 


The low sound of a match being struck made Richard turn his head. Christoph lit a candle and put it on the 
windowsill. 

"No, Chris, take it away, put it elsewhere! Last thing we need tonight is a police raid!" 

Candles on the windowsills had been the symbol of the ill-fated revolt six years ago and were still a total no- 
go. 

"Right. Sorry." 

Christoph took it and put it on the table instead. That way, it hardly provided any light over here in their 
corner, but the only other lamp in the room was the neon light on the ceiling, which they couldn't use as 
everybody else wanted to sleep. 

"Can you turn over onto your stomach, Reeshy? I'd like to do your back first 

Richard piled up all the additional padding his friend had brought him and eventually found a position that didn't 
put too much stress on his bad right side. 

"That's about - good." he sighed when he felt a trail of cool liquid being squeezed onto his aching back. 
Christoph started to rub it into his skin as carefully as he could. 

Richard remembered the first time Chris had done that for him. It had been after a lost fight, too. It had also 
been the first time Chris had kissed him, the almost sheepish way he did most things he had never tried 
before, and the first time of him whispering "I love you a lot, Richard, you know that, right?" Yes, Richard had 
known, for a long time, and had felt the same for just as long. But Christoph was always so shy, so delicate, 
that Richard had never dared to make the first move. And after that first hesitant kiss in the darkness, they 
had done nothing more than just kissing for weeks, until another set of aching limbs that needed to be taken 
care of had led to hands wandering off to places that werent aching at all, but craved attention nonetheless. 
That was how far they had made it by now - sweet kisses and tender touches. That was what they were 
happy with. Sometimes, when Richard hurt too much or when they were tired, they wouldn't even come from 
what they did together. Then they would just fall asleep with their bodies touching and find it just as 
satisfying. 

"Blimey. The bottle is empty.’ 

Christoph’s low voice brought Richard back to the here and now. He rolled over and slowly sat up. 

"Doesn't matter. It doesnt help much anyway. What helps way more is you putting it on me, baby." 

His mate smiled vaguely, then leaned against the wall. Richard sat between his legs, his back resting against 
Christoph’s chest, and pulled his blanket over both of them. 

Warm hands started sliding all over his chest and stomach. Richard's hands, in return, started stroking the 
long legs that encircled him. 

Richard remembered the beer Paul had given him. He opened it and took a huge gulp before he offered it to 
his friend. 

They shared the bottle in silence, with their hands never stopping to caress the other one’s body. After a 
while, Richard looked up to Christoph’s face that appeared somewhat sad in the low light cast by the candle. 
"What is it, Chris, huh? Is it because | lost the match?" 

"No, it isn't. It’s because you do it at all. It upsets me to see you hurt" 

"Can't be helped. Like Till said, the other guy is just as banged up, | tell you. Just forget it. I'm with you now, 
and you're with me, that’s what matters, right?" 

Richard carefully avoided to bring up the money he lost out on tonight, or the landlord who would show up 
here on Monday. Whenever stuff like this was mentioned, Christoph got into that weird mood. He had tried to 
find out how his buddy made the money that had already saved them from being thrown out of this crappy 


place a couple of times, but every time he had asked, all he had gotten for an answer had been "trust me, you 
don't want to know". Richard did trust Chris. So he had stopped asking. But there was that sight he had seen so 
often, the sight of his friend coiled up on his mattress, pretending to be asleep, after bringing home enough 
money to sustain all of them for at least three days, and he couldn't completely banish it from his mind. Not 
even when he felt fingers sneaking into his boxers and closing around his dick. 

But soon enough, these fingers were all he could still care for. Chris had a way of being tender with him that 
he absolutely craved after fights; he was sensitive enough to just know what Richard needed and how to give 
him just that. He just knew how to tease his cockhead through the foreskin, how to stroke his length, how to 
rub his balls, and Richard, to his own surprise, was fully hard in no time, regardless of his otherwise aching 
body. He breathed deeply - the best he could without his right side killing him - to avoid loud moans. After all, 
there were four more people in here who attempted to sleep. 

Not that he would have minded them noticing, though. Everyone knew what was going on in the corner next to 
the bathroom door at night, and they both were pretty sure that they were watched or listened to more 
often than not. But as far as Richard was concerned, they could listen in on them all they liked. Before he and 
Chris had started kissing, it had usually been Till who had comforted him after fights. Some places just hurt 
too badly when they were punched at, and Till had held him and wiped his tears away so often on such 
occasions that Richard would have even been okay with him joining in if he so choose. Both Olli and Flake saw 
him naked after every match he fought, and so had Paul, when he had filled in for Olli as Richard's second. hell, 
he was lucky to have all of them, Richard thought again, as he had already done earlier tonight. If they enjoyed 
themselves that way, then why not. It wasn't worse than spilling his blood in front of strangers. 

Chris now dipped one finger into the few drops of precum that had formed on the tip of Richard's penis and 
started to massage it into his cockhead, quite firmly and accomparied by other fingers gently squeezing his 
left nipple. That did it for Richard. He came onto his stomach with a moan he couldnt suppress and that made 
sure that everyone who wasn't fast asleep by now knew about his orgasm. He didn't care, because again, why 
should he? 

Christoph reached for the washcloth he had been so considerate to bring and carefully wiped him clean, 

"Do you think you can sleep now, Reeshy?" he asked. 

"Hmm", Richard mumbled and turned around to kiss his lover. "But what about you?" 

He ran a hand over Christoph’s crotch, but to his surprise, his friend hadn't even gotten hard. 

"I'm not in the mood | guess." 

"For you being not in the mood, what you just did felt pretty awesome." 

"I'm in the mood to make you feel good Do you feel good now?" 

"Very good. Sorry that these matches upset you so much, sweety.’ 

Chris smiled a little and smoothed all the soft stuff he had piled up on Richard's bed, even adding his own 
bedding for extra comfort. Richard lay into it and pulled the blanket back over them. He felt his lover's arm 
around his shoulders, felt a little kiss being placed on the band aid Flake had put on his forehead and heard a 
whispered "sleep well, Reeshy" that sounded so peaceful that he almost forgot why his limbs felt like they 
would break off any moment. 

A hand came sliding down over his stomach and covered his now flaccid dick. Richard loved this small, 
protective gesture. Yes, Chris made him feel good every time he touched him. 


Soon they both were in dreamland together, a warm place without pain or worries. 


The candle burned out with a soft hiss. 


To be continued. 


Tiefe Wasser sind nicht still 


Tiefe Wasser sind nicht still 


Christoph shoved his hands deeper into his pockets and lowered his head, trying to feel the cold October wind 
as little as possible. It was already enough to feel the icy lump of fear and shame that had started to form 
inside of him as soon as he had left the house and to hear this voice in his head, this voice that was always 
there, pestering him. "What do you think you are doing there, Christoph?" it said right now, and quite loudly so. 
He tried to ignore it, but it was impossible. You didn't ignore that voice, you just didn't. 

The landlord had shown up in the morning. And after he had left, all of them had been staring at the coffee 
can they used as their piggy bank until Paul had suggested to plant a few flowers into it, because what else 
was iT good for any more? They would have a place to crash for the next month, yes. But they still owed that 
slimy bastard whatever Flake would earn the whole next week, plus whatever money Olli and Paul would be able 
to make, if they could find something to do at all 

Till wouldn't get paid until Friday. 

Richard was still out of everything. He probably wouldn't wrestle for at least three month, as the rib that 
hurt him so much obviously was broken Saturday morning, even before breakfast, Flake had examined him 
again - after Till had managed to pull Christoph away from Richard's maltreated body. Reesh had groaned 
enough when Flake had carefully moved his sprained ankle that hadn't taken the long way home all too well, 
checked all his other bruises and put a new band aid on his forehead - but he had cried out and pushed Flake’s 
hand away when it drew near the black and purple spot on his right side. Till had held Chris tightly to stop him 
from pushing Flake, too. 

Flake hadn't gotten angry. He had just looked down on their injured fighter for a while and then shrugged. 
"You'll have to take it easy for a while, Reeshy. Not much else | can do here." 

They couldn't afford a doctor, and really, what for? Richard would just have to heal. 

But they were hungry. Flake had promised to steal some food from his employers, but how much could he 
smuggle out of the house without the two kids he babysat noticing? A slice of bread for each of them? Till 
came home in the evening after ten hours of hard work. He would probably have eaten six slices of bread 
before even asking what there was for supper. 

It had been in a situation like this when Christoph had made the first money the way he had made all the 
money he brought home ever after. He had been asking for a job at one of the night club, like Olli and Paul did. 
The owner, a guy named Henry, had eyed him speculatively. 

Christoph knew that his general coyness was practically written on his forehead. ("Christoph is weak, he’s not 
Ike the others. He'll never amount to anything’) Henry had known right away that it would be no use to give 
him a job that required any kind of courage or eloquence, but he had various things going on at the club he 
ran. He had given him a dirty smirk and told him that there was an opening - upstairs. 

Upstairs. Christoph had quickly learned that upstairs meant in one of the rooms furnished with nothing but a 
bed. He had tried to refuse, as just the thought of doing something like this had made him sick, but the 


landlord had been waiting for the rest of his money. 

Henry had asked him how much he needed. Christoph had told him and Henry had just laughed. 

"That's what you could earn here for, say, two nights of giving blowjobs, or a couple of quick fucks. A guy 
with a nice face like yours doesn't have to worry about that little money." 

So he had given blowjobs for two nights and gotten home with enough cash to pay their depts. The guys had 
of course asked him where it came from, but when he had refused to tell them, they hadn't insisted. They 
knew all too well that the less you knew about how your buddy made his money, the better. 

He had done that for a while now whenever sheer despair had driven him to Henry's club. It was in a part of 
the city they hardly ever went to, so none of the guys had ever found out about it. It still made him sick, 
though. Coming home after a night like this, he couldnt even stand Richard touching him. He would usually 
roam the streets for as long as he could keep his eyes open, take the wigging the voice in his head gave him 
("We are so disappointed with you, Christoph..) and then go home and hide under his blanket until the feeling of 
being dirty and reeking of his customers subsided. 
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Henry greeted him with a raised eyebrow. 

"How much do you need this time?" 

Christoph mumbled a sum that would be enough to pay the rest of the rent and buy food until Till would get 
paid the next time. Henry whistled through his teeth. 

"Are you sure that you want to make that much money giving blowjobs?" he asked. "That will take you about 
two weeks, boy. It’s fucking Monday. How can anyone be that broke on a Monday, huh?" 

Christoph lowered his head. He already felt dirty and worthless now. (‘How can you do that fo us, Christoph? We 
have a reputation to loose!) 

"But you could take a shortcut, | told you before. Instead of sucking them off, you could let you clients fuck 
you. You could be done making the money you need by Thursday or Friday." 

Chris shook his head. 

"No, please no. | need the money, and | need it now, but | can’t do that, | really cant." 

"Pity." Henry sighed theatrically. "I like you, boy, and what's more, my guests like you. | will tell you what we'll 
do. You get the sum you mentioned now. Then you will work it off for the next two weeks. How does that 
sound?" 

Christoph swallowed hard, but then he nodded. 

"Alright. But | just have to give blowjobs or handjobs, right?" 

"Well, if you insist on it..." 

"And | get the money now? Like right now?" 

"You get it right now, so that you can see that | am an honorable man who stands by his word. But, my little 
slut, dont you even think of breaking your part of the deal. | know where you live, how you live, and with 
whom. Guess your crappy friends wouldn't be very keen on keeping you around if they knew how you are 
making your money, would they? And your faggot lover - what would he say if he knew that other men played 
with his bed toy..?" 

Imagining Richard's face, imagining Flake’s disgusted look if he ever found out, imagining Till telling him that they 
didn't want him to live with them any longer brought tears to Christoph’s eyes. He nodded again. 

"Okay." 

"Good boy" 


Henry motioned him to wait in the hall and soon came back with an envelope. Christoph opened it and counted 
its content. Exactly the amount of money he had asked for. Then he was sent upstairs to one of the private 
rooms to wait for his first trick. He didn't have to wait for long. 


The night seemed endless. Christoph had given blowjobs before, had also done it a few times in a row, but 
knowing that this was what he would do every fucking night for the next two weeks made everything next to 
unbearable. He also knew that he was by no means good at what he was doing. ("Can you ever do anything 
properly, Christoph?") Not that it was required. All his clients needed him to do was to open his mouth, let 
himself be face-fucked and finally swallow their come. He threw up after each and every one of them, hoping 
that he would get used to it before he lost his ability to hold just anything down altogether, and wondered why 
these men would pay for shitty blowjobs like that at all. He had been given one blowjob by Richard so far, and 
what his friend had done for him then had nothing to do with these sickening encounters he had to endure 


now. 
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Richard had obviously simply felt like trying something new. They had been kissing for maybe half an hour, 
touching each other just enough to feel their cocks slowly hardening, when Richard had gently pushed him onto 
his back and pulled one of his legs to the side. 

| want to make you feel good’, he had breathed into his ear before he had lain down between Christoph’s legs 
and started kissing his half-hard dick. 

Christoph had never thought that anything in this miserable world could actually feel that good, and he still 
couldnt believe that someone would do such a heavenly thing to him, of all people. Luckily, they had happened 
to be alone so that he could voice his pleasure all he wanted - and needed. Richard hadn't touched him with his 
hands at all - he had shoved them underneath his butt instead - nor did he really take his dick into his mouth. 
He had just licked and kissed him with utmost abandon, his length, his balls, the sensitive skin of his groin; his 
lips had played with his foreskin, his tongue had attempted to invade his peeslit, until Christoph’s world had 
stopped consisting of anything but these lips and this tongue, until he had felt like he was drunk and high and 
flying, until he had started begging Richard for please please please more more more.. But Richard hadn't given 
in, hadnt done anything but going on with the small licks of his tongue and the soft caresses of his lips - only 
when Christoph had finally started to come, his penis had suddenly been surrounded by his lover’s hot mouth. 
It had felt like it wasn't even him shooting. It was like his semen was sucked out of him, and he had come until 
he had felt completely drained and incapable of moving, or speaking, or even thinking anything aside from one 
single word: Richard.. 


Richard hadnt even wanted him to repay the favor. Completely content with having made the man he loved 
come that hard, he had rested his head on Christoph’s chest and had fallen asleep. He had come while surely 


having a sweet dream, mumbling his sweethearts name. 
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Well, feeling good would be out of question for the next two weeks, Christoph thought when he trudged home 
by morring. ("You always get what you deserve, Christoph, you'll have to learn that") And as much as he felt 
the urgent desire to unburden his heart to someone he loved and trusted, to someone who might not call him 


‘little whore", he would have to keep everything that had happened since he had left home to himself. ("/ heard 


your friends calling you ‘Chris: Did you ask them to do that? What is wrong with the name we gave your" Well, 
exactly that was wrong with it. It wasn't a name, it was an accusation) Henry had been right. Doing odd jobs at 
seedy night clubs, or even letting yourself being beaten up in front of a paying audience was one thing. 


Being called a whore for a reason definitely was something else. 


To be continued 


Wohin gehst du, wohin? 


Wohin gehst du, wohin? 


Paul was confused. What he had seen last right was a sight so surrealistic that it had robbed him of any kind 
of sleep he had been trying to get after he had gotten home at almost four in the morning. 

As he usually did, he had asked for a job at the clubs and had been so lucky to be charged with making a 
booze delivery to a joint in a different part of the city. That was a dangerous task no reasonable club owner 
would have wasted his regular employees for - being caught with illegal substances, no matter for what 
reason, meant that you went straight to jail without as much as a lawyer or a process, and jails in this 
country weren't places you got out of unscathed. Police raids at clubs rarely ever happened, as they were 
expensive (plus, club owners usually very generously bribed the police men) - but catching a single person in a 
dark street was easily done and very useful for propaganda purposes. The next day, the newspapers would 
headline Crushing blow against drug mafia, and no one would ever know that crushing blow meant that they had 
arrested a single man with five bottles of vodka, vodka that would most possibly be downed by the cops who 
confiscated it even before the newspaper got printed 

Paul knew all of that, but that was how he made his living. He was also good at it. He had gotten caught 
exactly once, and although he'd rather not remember how he had gotten away from the precinct, he had done 
jobs like this basically since the country was the way it was now, and he surely wasnt easily ruffled But what 
on earth had his buddy Christoph, their shy and sometimes overanxious friend, to do at that asshole Henry's 
club, of all places? 

He had sneaked just a peek at the stairs that led to the building's upper story, mainly because he knew that 
this was where the club's hookers waited to be picked - and whatever else one might have had to say about 
Henry, he had some of the most beautiful girls standing there at times. Today, however, he had at first 
assumed that the stairway was empty. But then he had seen someone sitting on the bottom step, looking as if 
he was facing the gallows. That someone had clearly been Christoph. 

Paul had still been thinking about saying something, asking him what he was doing here, but Henry had quickly 
returned with the money for the job, and as there had been no further orders for him, Paul had to leave. 
When he had gotten home, Christoph had still been missing. 

He had tucked himself in on his mattress. Richard had stirred. 

"Paul, have you seen Chris anywhere in town? It’s the fourth night he isnt at home, that's so unlike him..." 
"Nope, sorry, Reesh. Dunno where he is. Hows your rib?" 

"Hurts" 

"Oh." Paul involuntarily yawned. 

"Night, Paul." 

"Hm", Paul mumbled and turned around, pissed at himself. He hated to lie to his friends. As much as you had 
to lie nowadays just to survive, that only made it more important to be honest with the few people he 


trusted. But if he had really seen what he thought he had seen, then how could he possibly tell Richard? 
Paul knew that he would have to confront Christoph, though, for his friend’s own good. Henry was not just an 


asshole. He was also a very dangerous man. 


When Paul woke up in the morning - or rather around noon - the first place his gaze wandered to was the 
corner next to the bathroom door. Christoph was back and slept, tightly wrapped into his blanket. 

"He came home only after Till and Flake were gone." 

Paul turned around, startled. Richard sat at the table with a newspaper Flake had left behind. Nobody ever 
gave a shit about the lies they printed - even Flake read it just to vent his anger - and Richard normally didn 
‘t read it at all. But why today, and what did that look on his face mean? Maybe it was just his guilty 
conscience, the knowledge that he hadn't been honest with Richard last night, but somehow, Paul felt 
threatened. He tried a smile in defense, the smile that had gotten him through all kinds of weird situations so 
far. 

"At least he’s back. Did he say where he has been?" 

"No. | asked him, and he just said, out. | tried to hug him, but he turned me down" 

"Maybe he’s just tired Do we have any food left?" he asked, slumping down on his chair. 

"Olli brought a pound of oatmeal yesterday. Said it fell off a wagon. We had porridge for breakfast, but there's 
hardly any of it left." 

Paul eyed the leftovers in the pot. 

"No, thanks. Leave it for Chris." 

Now the raised eyebrow was clearly there, and it wasn’t just in Paul's mind. But it was gone in the blink of an 
eye, and Richard shrugged. 

"kay", he said and crumpled up the newspaper. “Gosh, what a bullshit. | need some air." 

He shuffled out into the backyard to catch a few rays of sun Every move he made still looked pained. No 
wonder he is that grumpy, Paul thought. Being in pain all the time, being cold and hungry and bored, and 
missing his lover at night - who could blame him? 

That brought him back to Christoph. The lad did, admittedly, not easily get cuddly, it had taken him a long time 
until he had trusted all of them enough to allow as much as friendly hug. But once he had started to trust 
them, and to trust especially Richard, he couldn't get enough of it. Chris refusing a hug from Reesh was about 
like Till refusing to eat. It was alarming. And if Paul had really, really seen what he had seen (he still had a 
hard time to believe it himself), then he had all reason to be alarmed. 

To get hold of Christoph turned out to be quite a challenge. He pretended to be asleep for as long as it was 
believable, then fled into the bathroom and locked the door. Olli finally complained about him blocking the only 
toilet they had, so he reluctantly vacated the small room, headed over to the narrow space where they kept 
their instruments without as much as a look for any of them and started to play a half-hour drum solo. You 
couldn't possibly talk over all the noise he built up around himself like a wall, and when the noise stopped after 
a while and Paul peeked into the room, the window was open and Christoph was gone. 

Paul finally found him in a corner of the yard, staring into the blue-grey sky and trying to escape as soon he 
became aware of Paul's presence. But there were only two ways out of the yard, the door to the house and 
the gateway Paul blocked. 

"Chris, wait. Please. Don't always run away. It’s me, just me. | wont do you no harm." 

The urge to hide and the desire to talk to or at least be with someone fought visibly on his friend's face. 
Eventually, he sat back down on the small projection on the wall. Paul sat down next to him, and Christoph 


quickly moved to the very end of their seat, obviously trying to get as much space as possible between them. 
"Chris, |..you know, | made a booze delivery last night. To a club called Henry's." 

Paul saw his friend cringe, but he just had to get this off his chest. 

"There's a stairway at that place, with two reasons to use it - for the likes of us. One of them is cleaning. But 
nobody cleans up there at one in the morning, much less without a shirt on when it’s October." 

Silence. A long and oppressive silence. 

‘Chris, you are my buddy, right? If there is something you need to talk about, something | can help you with, | 
m here for you, you know that." 

Christoph slid off the sill and crouched down on the cobblestones. Paul followed suit. 

"Is that where the rent money came from, Chris?" he finally asked quietly. 

It was long before his mate gave the tiniest nod. 

"| didn't know what to do", he whispered. "It was so much money we needed, and Henry offered to give me the 
whole sum at once. And now | - | work it off" 

"What does he make you do?" 

"I have to give blowjobs all night, or do whatever else the clients want, everything short of fucking." 

"And for how long?" 

It started Monday night, and I'll still have to go there until Saturday or Sunday next week, depending on how 
many men come by. Oh God, Paul, please, please don’t tell anyone. | am..it is..so.." 

"so disgusting and humiliating, and such a shame", Paul finished, his throat suddenly feeling constricted. 
Christoph’s helpless look dug up a memory he'd have preferred to keep buried. But now it had surfaced so 
quickly that he had started talking before he could put a stop to it. 

"Remember when | once got caught making a delivery? You had just moved in with us." 

Christoph nodded. 

"When they arrested me, | was strip-searched and beaten, of course, as that is their standard procedure, and 
then put into a detention cell at the police station After a while, they dragged me out there, still all naked, and 
told me that they would hate it to see a gutter rat like me being fed at government expense for the next ten 
years, and that they would let me go if | was - a good, cooperative boy. They pushed me down on the floor 
and l.l gave blowjobs to what felt like half of the precinct for hours, was beaten again and then thrown out, 
considering myself lucky that someone threw my clothes after me, as it was November and cold as fuck. | 
knew that what had happened wasn't my fault and that nobody | knew would ever know about it, but | couldn't 
go home for two days because | was so ashamed." 

Christoph’s eyes had grown wide. 

‘| remember that..you were missing for days; we were all worried about you. And then you came home with a 
bad flu..did you ever tell anyone?" 

"No. Just you. Because you do - understand" Paul moved closer and cupped the dismayed face that was turned 
to him. "And because | want you to know that | do understand, too." 

His friend’s body went rigid when Paul touched him, but he kept calm, even when Paul put a tiny kiss on his 
forehead. 

"But | still think that the others should know. Maybe we can come up with a way to buy you out of that 
deal..." 

But Chris wasn't having that. 

"No. | can't let them know. They would be grossed out. And Richard. I'd lose Richard. | think he already suspects 
it. He is giving me odd looks. Maybe he can smell it on me; | always think that | must smell awful, even though 


| do shower before | go home..." 

He sniveled. 

"Chris, that’s all in your head", Paul said, running his hand through his friend's hair. "If Richard is really giving 
you odd looks, then because you avoid him for no reason he can see. And wasn't it like you two loved each 
other, huh, buddy? I'm sure he just misses you. And nobody would be grossed out. We all know how hard it is 
to somehow make ends meet. How long did you say you still have to work your deal off?" 

"Another week" 

"Oh God" Paul got up and helped Christoph up, too, then hugged him tightly. "Whenever you need me, I'm here 
for you, okay?" 

Christoph just hung his head. 

Inside the house, Richard stepped back from the window. 


To be continued 


Braderlein 


Bruderlein 


Till preferred to come home without his usual "Daddy's back!" lately. He wasn’t in the mood for even this tiny 
little joke anymore, and the reason wasn't something simple like the usual lack of food. Au contraire, the food 
was as good as it could be, as Richard did most of the cooking since he couldn't do much else - he even 
managed to create halfway tasty turnip stew. But a look into his friends’ subdued faces ruined, if not his 
hurger, then at least his appetite every fucking night. 

Today, he found exactly two people when he opened the door around seven in the evening: Flake in his corner, 
reading, and Richard, slouching on a chair next to the small iron stove, their only and more than insufficient 
way to heat the room. 

He sat up when he heard Till closing the door. 

"Hey, big guy. You won't believe it, but Flake found you an actual steak." 

Till frowned in incredulity, but before he could ask for directions to a place where steaks could be found just 
like that, Flake grumbled "Steak..steak he calls it.chunk of meat my employers dubbed completely inedible. 
Richard made it into something that at least looks like a steak" 

"Flake, what's in that paper, and why do you read it if it aggravates you so much?" Till asked, suppressing a 
little chuckle. 

"Need to keep informed about what the guy | work for is up to, right?" Flake retorted. His employer was a 
managing editor for one of the big state-owned newspapers. "Only way not to go to the dogs." 

Till still smiled a bit, despite his friend’s grumpiness, and then looked down on his plate. Steak or no steak, meat 
was a rare thing. He offered the plate to Richard. 

"Want some?" 

"No, thanks. I'm not hungry.” 

"And no one else wanted any of it, either?" 

"Naw." 

Till shrugged and started to eat, glancing at Richard from time to time. Something was really - off. He had to 
at least find out what it was. Richard was his brother, after all, maybe even more than everyone else. 

No, of course they weren't his brothers, none of them. Till had always wanted a brother, though. Having a 
sister, like he did, was all well and good, but he had wished for someone who would be like him, someone he 
could feel and really be close to, someone who was always there, someore similar to himself. When he had 
moved into this dirty concrete building, as the last of them, he had suddenly found himself surrounded by five 
such people, five younger brothers who took him in and not only accepted, but actually welcomed him and were 
glad that he was there. They had become his family way more than his natural family had ever been, and so 
he had no problem at all with the fact that he and Flake were the only ones who regularly provided for all of 
them, because, well, that was what you did when you had a family, wasn't it? As Paul had put it when they all 


had pushed their stuff from one corner into another to make room for Till’s mattress and the very few 


things he brought along: They were a bunch of unruly kids severely in need of fathering, and Till, surprisingly 
touched, had done his best to take care of all of them. And Reeshy seemed to be the one who needed it most. 
Richard always had this trace of sadness and restlessness about him, as if he was constantly looking for 
something that he knew he wouldn't find. Till wondered whether his enthusiasm for these horrible wrestling 
matches was derived from that restlessness. The first time he had seen him fighting, he had been so 
altogether crushed afterwards that he could barely move for two days. But just a week later, he had climbed 
into the ring once more, even though they hadn't been that short of money, and Till still hadnt found out 
whether Richard secretly enjoyed these violent beatings, both taking them and dishing them out. Maybe he 
never would. Richard normally talked a lot, but when asked about his past, his childhood and family, he always 
changed the subject quickly. 

But a broken bone definitely was something not even Richard could enjoy. No surprise that he sat on his chair 
like a personalized question mark. 

"Shower, Reesh?" Till asked, finishing the last bite of his steak. "Nobody else is home, so we have all the hot 
water for ourselves." 

"Hm", Richard just said, then turned to Flake. "You already showered at work..?" 

"| have to, every day when | show up in the morning. My boss wants me presentable. Could be one of his fellow 
party members drops by, and what would they think of an employee who smells like he has just been rescued 
from a house fire?" 

He was right, the fucking little stove had coughed up loads of smoke and ashes again tonight, but what the 
heck. 

"Ach Gott, Flake, if that’s your only problem, being forced to shower..", Till mocked him. "Come on, Richard." 
Their bathroom was just as ugly as the rest of the building, a small, dark room with mouldy walls, a tiny 
window near the ceiling and a floor covered with cracked tiles. When Olli, who was the tallest of them, 
stretched out both his arms, he could easily touch both the doorknob and the opposite wall at once. 

Till helped Richard out of his clothes before they stepped into the narrow shower stall together and started to 
clean each other up. He remembered a time when he had found it awkward to do that, but these times were 
long gone. By now, he considered it a pleasant side effect of the permanent cold, the scarcity of next to 
everything, and the ever-present underlying fear just living a normal life caused nowadays - it brought them 
together. The deep talks they sometimes had usually happened while they were huddled up to one another 
under just one blanket to get warm somehow. 

Tonight, however, Till had to wash the both of them almost alone, as Richard was completely lost in thoughts. 
"Reeshy, what's up, huh?" he asked after a while. "We have been broke before. You've lost fights before." He 
looked at the big bruise that still decorated Richard's right side. "| do admit that you have never broken such 
a big bone before, but | can't imagine all that fucked-up mood coming from just a cracked rib..." 

Richard looked up for a moment and then hung his head again. 

"Chris doesnt want me anymore." 

"What? Did he say that?" 

"No. He doesn't talk to me at all. He comes home in the morning, doesn’t say a word, sleeps until three or four 
in the afternoon, plays his drums until it’s dark outside, and then leaves again and doesn't come back until next 
morning. He doesn't tell me where he is going, or what he is doing, nothing. When | try to touch or kiss him, he 
runs from me. When | try to get a bit cuddly while he sleeps, he scoots away. And it’s all since | lost my last 
fight. Guess that was one lost fight too many." 


Till started to wash Richard once again, carefully skipping the bruise, although they were both clean by now. 
They could as well use up all the hot water. 

‘It’s not since you lost the fight, Reeshy, it’s since we couldn't pay the rent. And, ahem, | was under the 
impression that the both of you were pretty..close..after the fight, and all weekend long... 

Richard frowned. 

"You heard us?" 

"OF course | did You mind it?" 

"No. Do you, uhm, listen frequently?" 

"Not deliberately. But what's between us, Olli and Paul? Not really what you could call soundproofing... That's 
how | found out that you were together in the first place.” 

He pulled Richard close and stroked him softly. Who would have ever thought that their tough fighter liked 
that so much? And who would have thought that he would cry over rejected kisses? Of course, the small 
drops of water on Reesh’s face could just as well have all been deposited there by the shower head, but what 
he felt as his friend leaned on him said otherwise. 

| was so happy, you know. Chris seemed to be so good for you. You started to be less devil-may-care during 
matches, and more level-headed in between. And Chris himself - he is strange sometimes, but he is also such 
a loving, caring guy. | can't imagine him not to want you anymore, much less because of a minor issue like a 
lost wrestling match." 

Richard sighed. 

"| know. But what | said is true, he doesn't let me touch him, and he doesn’t talk to me. He talks to Paul, 
though. They stick together all the time when they are at home. Maybe also when they are gone. And | saw 
Paul kissing him." 

Now that was a piece of news. 

"You sure..?" 

"Yes. They were in the yard, they talked, they hugged, and then they kissed. Everything | don't get any longer." 
Whatever that was, it wasn't like Christoph, not at all, Till thought. That wasn't at all like Paul, either. Hell, 
Richard didn't even sound like Richard right now. 

Suddenly, the water ran cold. Til quickly turned it off. They dressed hastily before they started to really feel 
how unpleasantly chilly the room was. 

Richard shuffled out of the bathroom first. When Till followed, he found him staring down on Christoph’s 
empty mattress. 

Till gave him a questioning look. 

"It’s cold without him", he heard his friend whisper. 

"I know that won't be much of a help, but you don't have to be cold’, Till replied and put an arm around him. 
"Fancy a cuddle, Brüderlein?" 

Richard's eyes darted back and forth between Till and Christoph’s mussed blanket a few times, but then he 
nodded. 

"Hey Flake, your patient is freezing’, Till announced. "Would be a bad thing if he started coughing, with his rib 
hurting and all. Help me to keep him warm, okay?" 

Flake lifted an eyebrow, but then started to grin. Comfort cuddles weren't his discipline at all, but he hated to 
be cold, too. 

"Yeah, bad thing, that." 


They pushed two mattresses together and tucked themselves in, under three blankets, as if it was already 
December. As long as it was up to Till, none of his friends would freeze at night. 

He would have to keep an eye on Paul and Chris, though. He hadnt seen anything going on between them so far. 
But if there really was something going on, he would watch out. He couldn't allow that Richard, his little 
brother, would get hurt like that. He was already hurt way too much for Tills taste. 


To be continued 


Hör auf zu schreien und wehr dich nicht 


Hor auf zu schreien und wehr dich nicht 


Christoph sat on the cobblestones next to their front door, regardless of the wind and the nightly hour, not 
feeling the cold but shaking nonetheless. If only Paul would come home. He needed a friend, and badly so. 
Everyone else was in the house, sleeping, but he just couldn't bring himself to go inside and seek help. What 
had just happened was too horrible to just as much as think of having to tell the whole story all over again 
It could have been the last night of working off the money Henry had had given him about two weeks ago. The 
last night of giving blowjobs and handjobs and throwing up in between If only there hadnt been the guy that 
had come by every fucking night since that fateful Monday when Christoph had sold, if not his ass, then at 
least every other part of his body. And if only he hadn't had this simple, but completely unfulfillable request.. 
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"You have a real fan here", Henry smirked when he escorted this guy of about forty up to the room where 
Christoph would have to service him, like every night. He wasn’t worse than any other client, but Chris hated 
all of them alike, so it didn’t much matter that he at least came up here sober and smelled better than most 
of them. Well, all of this would be over soon Hopefully, he could make up with Richard in one way or another 
then. Richard, who slept next to Till lately. Richard, who smelled better than a freshly showered client even if 
he hadn't washed all day long. Richard. Richard.. 

"Come on, boy, get naked already." 

The guy's much-hated voice brusquely interrupted his thoughts. 

"Yes, sir. What do you want me to do today?" 

"Henry told me that this was the last night you'd work for him, so | want something | can, well, take along, 
something to remember you. Don't worry, it will be very easy for you. | want to watch you jerking off, that’s 
all. | never saw your pretty dick enjoying anything we did together so far, and that’s something | still want 
before we have to part. Get on the bed and get started" 

Christoph froze. He knew right away that this wasn't going to happen. Getting hard, maybe even coming in 
front of this guy? Never. 

"Did you hear me? | said get started” 

There was no way out of this. He had to at least try. He crawled onto the bed, leaned against the headboard 
and closed his eyes. 

He tried to imagine that it was Richard's hand that took hold of his dick. Richard always seemed to know what 
he liked and what he wanted at any given moment and had known it right from the start, from the first time 
he had sneaked a hand between Christoph’s legs. 


He was sure that everyone had heard what went on between them that night. But he had been unable to keep 
in this surprised gasp when Richard's hand had gently closed around his genitals without a warning and had 
started stroking and tugging, pulling and squeezing there, gently, but very insistently nonetheless. When that 


hand had finally found its way into his boxers. Had wandered up and down his shaft a few times. Had moved on 
to his balls, feeling them out, then back up his dick to play with his foreskin. When these dexterous fingers had 
ever so tenderly started to tickle his cockhead and basically tickled an orgasm out of him.. 

The next morning, everybody had leered at them when they got up for breakfast, but Richard had grabbed 
him, had kissed him right on the mouth in front of their mates and asked them what the matter was. 
Christoph himself had flushed scarlet, but Richard's loving embrace, combined with the sight of Till's genuinely 
happy smile, had placated him. Since then, he had never had a problem with their buddies potentially listening in 
on them at night again, even though they still tried to be quiet, tried to keep as much of their pleasure as 
they could to themselves. 


But no matter what he tried to imagine right now, his dick wouldn't cooperate, and Christoph couldn't blame it. 
He was upset and ashamed and frightened, he was in a place and with a person he both hated, he was tired 
and missed his Richard. How could anyone expect him to get hard and come in a situation like that? 

Well, his client obviously did, because after a while, he lost his patience, pulled up his pants and strode out of 
the room. And it was only a minute until Christoph heard Henry's heavy footsteps on the stairs. 

The door flew open, and his boss (boss..? God..) was next to the bed right away, the bed on which Christoph 
tried to make himself as small as possible. It was no use, of course. Rough hands grabbed his neck and yanked 
him off the mattress and up onto his feet. 

"Your client isn't happy with you, my little whore", he heard Henry's menacing voice growling into his ear. "No, 
repeat, NO guest leaves Henry's without having gotten what he paid for, you hear me? | have a reputation to 
maintain, and | will not, repeat, NOT allow it being ruined by a piece of rat shit like you. This man will get 
everything he wants tonight, and he will get it for free, capiche? He has been asking to fuck you since he first 
cast an eye on you, as a lot of other men did, too, by the way. And he will fuck you. He will fuck you NOW." 
Christoph was so horrified that he couldn't do anything. He couldn't move, he couldn't cry, nothing. But a few 
words managed to get out of his awfully dry throat. 

"No. Please, sir, no. | have never done that. I'll give him the best blowjob | ever gave, | will do whatever he 
wants, but please, sir, please don't let him fuck me. I've never been fucked before. He will tear me. Please, I'll do 
whatever else he wants." 

But the glow in Henry's eyes made sure pretty quickly that Christoph was begging him in vain. 

"You had your chance to do what he wanted. You decided not to take it. And now | will decide what is to happen. 
You are right, being fucked will tear your little virgin asshole if | get any say in the matter. That will feach 
you to disappoint my guests. Sadly, your client isnt much into that - in fact, he hates the sight of blood for 
whatever reason. | know a few guys who would love to take his spot there, pity none of them is here tonight.. 
but then at least you already know the man who will tear you a new one, that's always a good thing, isn’t it?" 
Henry slammed the door shut and unbuttoned his pants. Christoph shook so violently by now that he could 
hardly stand. 

"But before we get to the great pleasure - my great pleasure, of course - of taking your virginity, lets clear 
two things up. First, I'll give you a damn reason not to get hard for at least a week. If you don't do it for my 
guests, then you don't do it for anyone else, either. Neither for your own pleasure, nor for one of your dirty 
wannabe-artist friends." 

The knee that hit Christoph’s crotch caused his own knees to finally give out. He tried to remember when he 
had been in that much pain for the last time. He couldn't think of anything. Henry pulled him up again and 
pushed him onto the bed 


"And second, our deal is OFF. You can keep the money | gave you, but | will keep you. From tomorrow onwards, 
you will show up here every night of the week and service every man who wants you in every way he wants 
you to. If | am in a jovial mood, | might even pay you, but | am warning you, | am not in a jovial mood too 
often. Maybe I'll fuck you myself when | airt, to cheer up. The only reason for you not to show up here every 
night at nine is that you have fucking ded And | know your friends, my little whore, | know where they spend 
their days - | swear, | will get one of them to replace you if you dare to not turn up just once. Plus, that 
place you call home would miraculously catch fire that same night, and | won't fucking care whether or not 
one of you is still in there. And now get down here and bend over the bed" 

Christoph couldn't oblige, none of his limbs obeyed him. All he could do was not to resist while Henry pushed 
and pulled him into position. 

He had thought that the pain in his crotch was the worst thing he ever felt, and that had been true - until 
something that could as well have been a big piece of wood, huge and solid and dry, was pushed into him. Henry 
hadn't bothered with any kind of lube aside from a little spit, and Christoph was almost grateful when he felt 
something ripping apart with that very first trust. At least it couldn't get much worse now. 

But the worst possible state could obviously be kept up for a long time. Henry started fucking him hard and 
deep, and within a minute, the sheet Christoph had buried his face in was dripping wet with his tears. 

The trusts changed all of the sudden, and a shiver went through his mistreated body. Oh God. What had he 
just felt there? Henry's cock had hit something inside of him that made his own aching dick twitch. There, 
again. 

No. 

No way. 

Christoph looked down at his right wrist, at the bracelet he wore there, braided strings of plain brown leather. 
It was the only thing Richard had ever been able to buy for him; he never took them off. Richard. Doing 
something that felt like this belonged to Richard, and to Richard only. Nothing he had ever done with any other 
man had felt (there..again.) just remotely good, and it would stay that way. He wouldn't allow Henry to do 
something like..this..oh God, again., never, and surely not while he was raping (raping..) him. He squirmed until 
that spot, whatever it was, was no longer struck. This put more pressure on the part that was already torn, 
but he bit into the leather strings around his wrist, tried to stop thinking, and the just lay there, sobbing and 
convinced that he had died and gone to hell until he felt Henry's come inside of him like a piece of glowing coal 
shoved up his ass. He wished he could black out. 

Henry ripped his still-hard cock out of him, very unceremoniously pulled up his pants and opened the door. All 
that horror had lasted only a few minutes, and Christoph’s client still waited outside. 

"He's all yours, sir. l'm afraid he’s not really functional anywhere below his waist right now, but he’s got a 
perfectly sufficient mouth and two healthy hands, if you want to use those. And here’s some good news for 
you: | extended his contract. From tomorrow night onwards, you may do whatever you like with him, fucking 
included. He will obey. Right, boy?" 

Christoph just knelt on the floor, unable to say anything. 

‘| didn’t hear you..?" 

"Yes, sir", he finally whispered. 

"Well, Sunday night is family time, but | will gladly accept your offer on Monday’, the man said calmly. 
"Whenever you like, sir. Enjoy yourself tonight", Henry replied and closed the door. 

An undecipherable look was cast at Christoph for a while. Then his client pointed to the floor in front of his 
feet. 


"Kneel here and open your mouth." 

He face-fucked him the way he usually did, and Christoph, although having to concentrate on not throwing up 
while his mouth was used that way, swallowed almost automatically when he tasted the semen on his tongue. 
After all, he had endured worse tonight than gulping down a few spurts of come. 
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Henry had thrown him out soon after this client had left, surely figuring that Christoph wouldnt be able to 
properly serve anyone anymore tonight. He had reminded him of the conditions of their new "deal" - Chris 
showing up for "work" every night at nine and Henry leaving his friends alone in return - had kicked him out on 
the dark street, and shut the door behind him. 

Christoph hadn't roamed the streets tonight, like he usually did after being abused in whatever way. He had 
just wanted to be at home, and even though he could never imagine to tell any of his friends, maybe aside 
from Paul, what had happened to him, he at least wanted to be close to the people he loved. Plus, he was in 
too much pain to consider walking any farther than he absolutely had to. 

Arriving at their former workshop, he had looked through the window into the dark room. The moon had 
illuminated it just enough for him to count the lumps on the row of mattresses. The one in the corner, Flake. 
A big one, probably Till and Richard together, oh, how that hurt. Another small one, Olli. No Paul. Paul was still 
out. 

And now he sat on the doorstep, horrified, wounded and lonely, hoping that the freezing cold would at least 
numb the pain, and trying to somehow telepathically tell Paul that he needed him to come back from wherever 
he spent the night. | took a long time, until almost three in the morning, but finally, it worked. A shadow fell 
through the gateway. 


Paul was home. 


To be continued 


Hilf mir 


Hilf mir 


Paul tiptoed along the line of their snoring mates and made sure that everyone slept, then he went back to the 
front door and pulled Christoph inside. He would have to see that he got the both of them into the bathroom, 
their only place with a lock and a key, without anyone noticing before the tale of horror his friend had just 
stammered out really kicked in and made him shake as badly as Chris did. 

"Shsh, Chris, be quiet", he whispered when a huge sob escaped Christoph as soon as he had closed the door. "It 
‘s okay, it’s over. Look, we'll get you clean first, and then we'll talk, alright? We'll talk. But first let's get you out 
of these dirty pants, come on, buddy, let me help you..” 

Paul knew that he twaddled, but Christoph didn't seem to mind or even realize it, churned up as he was. What 
the hell was he to tell a friend who had just told him that he had been raped and would be raped again 
Tomorrow anyway? 

He helped Chris out of his shirt, then out of his shoes, his pants, even out of his socks, everything without 
getting any help from the man whose pants and socks they actually were. God, what am I doing here.. 

They had seen each other naked and had showered together before. Washing each other because it was easier 
than washing yourself in the very limited space of their bathroom was no big deal. But this? 

In another time, or maybe in another country, the only sensible thing would have been packing Christoph up 
and taking him to the next police station and then straight to hospital, or maybe vice versa. But being stuck 
where they were, the police wouldn't do anything but arresting them for having been at a night club and 
thereby having violated the ban on public assembly, and the days when all health care had been free were a 
thing of the past. Paul was dumbfounded. What was he supposed to do? 

He thought of Richard. Richard would actually have needed a doctor whenever he got out of the ring, and they 
could never afford it. They just had each other, and everything was up to them, bruises, sprained joints, 
scrapes and cuts, lately even broken bones. So in all likelihood, Christoph was his to take care of now. 

Where should he start? He felt terribly alone. 

He had seen Flake taking care of Richard, the two times when he had been the second and had been the one to 
drag Reesh into the shower area after the fight. How had Flake done this? 

He had asked Richard whether he was okay, whether there was a spot that hurt especially badly, and then 
started checking for injuries. Did Chris have any injuries like Richard had them after fights? Had he been 
beaten? Could Paul even ask? 

Geez, was that complicated. 

"Chris, do you hurt anywhere, aside from the obvious?" 

"No. Yes. | dont know." 

Oh great. Okay, different approach. He cupped Christoph’s face; his fingers slowly traced the jawline, the 
cheekbone, the brige of the nose, everything that was easy to hit. 

"Around here, for example. Everything okay?" 


Chris nodded, and Paul moved his hands down to his shoulders. 

"You're okay here?" he asked again. 

Another nod. On, down his friend's long sides. 

"Any pain in your back? Spine, ribs? Chest?" 

Oddly enough, Christoph had to actually think about it. It was like he had left his body and now slowly returned 
into every part Paul touched. After a while, he shook his head no. 

Still feeling like an utter fool, Paul now placed his hands on Chris’ arms and let them slide down to his wrists. 
"Are your arms okay? What's that?" he asked, taking his mate's right hand. A bite mark. He stroked it with 
one finger. 

‘|. bit my hand. And then..Reesh’s bracelet" 

Paul placed the tiniest kiss on Christoph’s pale and trembling face before he checked his legs, one after 
another. 

"Both your knees are a a bit grazed, but that seems to be about it - so far. Chris, would you be very scared 
if we both got out of the rest of our clothes, hm? Then we can get into the shower, and | will wash you. 
Maybe you'll feel a tiny bit better then. What do you think?" 

Christoph obviously tried to think as little as possible, and it took him long to come up with another nod. But 
still he wouldn't do anything for himself; Paul even had to pull him into the shower, else he would probably 
have kept on standing on the cold tiles forever. 

Paul took down the shower head and turned on just the gentlest spray of lukewarm water. 

"Do | smell very horrible, Paul?" he heard his mate asking. 

"You don't smell at all, Chris, but you'll feel a little better when you are clean. | know it’s not much, but it’s all 
| have to help you with, buddy, a bit of warm water. Let me help you at least that way.” 

He started to clean his friend from his shoulders on downwards, just stroking his wet skin, nothing more. 
Christoph suddenly hugged him tightly, without a word. 

Paul let him. He got away from him just enough to slip a hand between them and wash his chest and stomach. 
Chris winced. 

"That hurt?" 

"| don't know." 

‘Sorry, man. I'll try not to make it worse." 

He tried to bring himself to washing farther down Christoph’s shaking body, but it proved to be ridiculously 
difficult. No matter how often he had been standing here with one of his buddies, the private parts were 
private parts and to be washed by the one they belonged to, unless you were knocked halfway unconscious or 
you were lovers, like Chris and Richard. 

Richard. This was Richard's territory. Suddenly, it hit Paul what the way Richard looked at him lately meant. 
But a look into Christoph’s face told him that he couldn't care now, and brought him back to his current task: 
making sure that his friend was more or less alright. Regarding what had happened to him, he probably wouldn 
‘t be alright no matter what Paul did, but he had to at least try. 

"Chris, do you want to wash yourself - there, or do you want me to do it?" 

"| don't know." 

Paul sighed and reached for a washcloth. 

He had never realized just how thick and rough a washcloth felt. He stared down on it, then put it away. 
Everything that was more than the warm water that slightly touched his naked skin seemed to be too much 
all of the sudden. Why? 


Paul stared at Christoph. Nothing had changed about the expression of despair and general woundedness in his 
eyes. And Paul realized that what he felt was simply a deep compassion, in the very sense of the word. He 
literally felt, even suffered for and with his friend. This could have easily happened to him, at the police 
station, or in jail, if he had been sent there. 

How would he have dealt with it? What would he have wanted? 

He understood Chris’ feeling of being dirty, oh yes, and how. When the cops had thrown him out back then, he 
had tried to wash in the Spree. It had been cold, and terribly lonely. And even though he had been so full of 
shame that he couldn't even think of going home, he would nonetheless have been grateful for someone to 
touch his abused mouth, just to know that it was still worth being touched at all. 

Paul's hand finally brushed over his friend's tender flesh - there. 

Christoph tried hard to stay quiet. He shook and cried softly, but Paul was allowed to wash the place where 
Henry's knee had hit him and that surely still hurt badly. 

"Did he touch you there?" he whispered, repressing the memory that threatened to overwhelm him. He had 
been touched there. Then. 

But Chris shook his head. 

"That one kick. Else - no. That's for Richard -only", he said, a bit disjointedly. That Paul just doing it didnt count 
obviously seemed reasonable to both of them. 

Eventually, Paul pulled his mate close again. He wasn't sure whether he was welcome to do what he knew he 
still had to do, so he figured that he'd better do it with a hug and another little kiss - and gently touched the 
spot that had taken most of the punishment tonight. Christoph hissed in pain, but he kept calm. 

Taking his hand away, Paul saw a red streak on his fingers. Blood. 

Shit. 

Blood, no matter where it came from, was Flake’s to deal with. 

He said nothing and washed it away, then quickly rinsed the both of them off and toweled first Christoph and 
then himself dry. 

And now? 

He had said "we'll talk". Should he say something? Or would Chris want to? 

He missed Till. Till would know. 

Paul rummaged the small cupboard under the sink and found Flake’s bath towel. Why the skinny lad needed a 
towel he could wrap around himself at least three times Paul didn't know, but he piled up a few of their mates 
‘damp towels on the floor for them to sit on and wrapped both Christoph and himself into the huge piece of 
soft fabric. It wasnt exactly comfortable, but they could at least warm each other that way. 

"Chris, can | help you in any way?" he finally asked. 

Christoph just shook his head. The rest of him shook, too. 

Paul remembered Richard once leaving the ring not even overly injured, but somehow mentally battered and 
shaking for whatever reason It had taken Olli more than an hour to pacify him so that they could just as 
much as leave the club, and as exciting as it had been to be so close to the fight when he had gotten the 
chance, Paul had been very grateful that he hadnt been the second that day. He wouldnt have known what to 
do. 

Olli. He missed Olli. Olli had such a calming effect on people. 

Fuck. Within the last half hour, he had missed each and every single one of their friends. Was he of any kind of 


use here in any way at all? 


"Chris, we have to tell the others - please, let me continue", Paul whispered when Christoph shied away from 
him with a startled "No!" 

"Look, it’s not just you and me any longer. Henry threatened all of us. We need to tell them that they have to 
watch out. | know this guy. He will really send a goon squad to abduct one of us, and he will also have no 
problem to have them set this place on fire, like he said." 

Christoph had stopped crying. He just stared at the floor. 

"He won't. He will have no reason to." 

"Huh?" 

"The softest target for him right now would be Richard, because he is injured. | won't allow that." 

"What do you mean, you won't allow that? How do you - wait, are you saying that you will.nope. No way. No 
way you are going back there!" Paul gripped Chris’ arms and shook him. "Are you fucking delirious?" 

Christoph seemed to shrink several inches, but he didn't stop staring. 

"There's nothing else | can do", he whispered. 

"There is" Paul vehemently whispered back. "We have to fell the guys It's only together that we can figure out 
a way to get you out of this so-called deal and still keep Richard safe - keep all of us safe. We need them, 
Chris!" 

More tears from Christoph. 

"Paul, | can't, | just can't, please believe me! I'd lose Richard. You know how jealous he can be. If he knew that | 
have sex with other men, he'd never look at me again, neither would anyone else. Till would be mad with me 
for treating his little brother like that, Olli would back him, too, as would Flake. I’d have to go. But | have 
nowhere to go, Paul." 

Oh yes, Paul knew how jealous Richard could be. Not very often and not over most things, but if he really 
wanted something, really loved someore..he recalled the black looks Richard had flashed at him since he tried 
to keep close to Chris to make sure he didn’t miss it when his friend needed help. He didn't like these glances. 
Broken rib or no broken rib, Richard was a wrestler, after all. And Paul was - well, just Paul. 

But on the other hand, Richard was also one of his best friends. He wanted to see Reesh neither hurt nor 
betrayed. 

On yet another other hand, Christoph was a best friend, too, and, on top of that, a best friend who already 
was hurt right now. Paul still knew how determined he had been to never, not on any terms, give away what 
had happened to him at the precinct. What had happened to Chris tonight was way, way worse. Plus, there was 
the threat Henry had uttered, the threat that took "worse" to a whole new level. Christoph’s reaction, his 
shame, his confusion, his despair, all that was so understandable to him. He couldn't just dismiss it. 

But even if he couldn't get his friend to open up to their mates - the one thing Paul wouldnt let happen for 
sure was to let Chris go back to Henry's club. No way in fucking hell. 


To be continued 
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Christoph paced. He had been pacing all evening long, since Paul had left to do the craziest thing Chris had ever 
seen him do. 

Since Paul had left for Henry's. 

They had been sitting in the bathroom all last night, for most part in silence. Christoph hadn't been able to talk 
about any of what had happened to him, aside from the few bits and pieces that had blurted out of him in the 
yard, and Paul hadn't insisted. He had just been there, a solid body to cling to, an compassionate soul to be 
with, had held him and kept him warm, to the best of his ability. 

Christoph couldn't really remember Paul washing him. He knew that they had showered together; he knew that 
Paul had touched spots he would have never allowed him to touch in any other situation. He knew that it had 
been simultaneously scary and comforting. But it was like he had seen two people in a movie, not like all this 
had happened to him. He wondered what that meant, for himself, for himself and Paul, for himself and Richard. 
Richard. 

God, how he wished he could just wake up in Richard's arms and find that all of this had been nothing but a 
horrible nightmare, that he could kiss the slowly fading bruises on his friend's body, one by one, and hear this 
drowsy "morning, sweetheart" that would carry him through whatever shitty day there was to come. 

He would probably never hear the word "sweetheart" ever again. Paul had been right with what he had said 
last night in a last attempt to get him to talk to the rest of them: "I don't know whether you'd lose Richard if 
he knew what has happened, but the way things are now, you will lose him for sure." It was over, he had to 
accept that. He couldn't be what Richard needed any longer. He could not imagine to be touched the way Reesh 
liked to touch him ever again. And he would cheat on him every night now. Richard deserved better. And he 
would get it. Elsewhere. 

Till still called Richard lifte brother, but soon enough, he would switch to a different kind of endearments, would 
use them more regularly, and very naturally, hands would start to wander at some point, that small, tingling 
sensation in the chest would start, maybe it already had, and everything around them would fade to 
insignificance. Like it had happened to Chris himself when he had fallen in love, slowly, but inevitably. Till was a 
good guy, and Christoph liked him a lot. Till would treat Richard well, he would have to find comfort in that, 
even though it didn’t feel comforting at all right now. Ever since he had taken this damn wad of cash form 
Henry, everything had caused him nothing but pain. 

Coming home after that first night, feeling like the scum of the earth, dirty, smelly, used, abused. 

Richard, trying to kiss him, and his inability to allow what he craved so badly. 

The strange looks Richard gave him. 

Seeing Richard sleeping in Till's arm. That had felt like his heart would break, no matter how much he loved the 
both of them. 


Even simple things like seeing everyone leaving for work, whatever this work was, and seeing them coming 
home. 

And knowing where Paul had gone two hours ago not just hurt, it nearly drove him nuts. 

How on earth had it happened that Christoph had agreed when Paul had said that he would go to Henry’s in his 
place? 

Right, it had been in the bathroom. They had felt colder and colder as the night went on, had hugged tighter 
and tighter as a result, until it had almost been time for Till to get up, which meant that they had to leave 
the room. Paul had ruffled his hair and taken a deep breath. 

"Chris, you know that you are, uhm..that you are torn, right?" 

Yes, he had known. Of course he had 

"In the shower, | noticed that there was blood" 

Christoph had stared at him. By now, he couldn't recall why this had shocked him so much. He had felt the wet 
spot in his underwear on his way home, but somehow, he had blocked out the thought that he might be 
seriously injured. 

Paul had ruffled his hair some more. 

| don't know how bad it is, Chris, so.. before we get out of here, I'd like to make sure that it has stopped. If it 
hasn't, we really have to do something about it." 

He remembered that he had started shaking again, but still hadn't been able to say a single word. The silence 
had dragged on and on. 

"Do you want to check yourself, or want me to do it?" 

Just thinking about doing it himself had made him sick. It was like it would be his own fault if he touched 
himself and found blood there. 

"You", he had whispered, the first word after at least an hour of saying nothing at all, and then closed his 
eyes. 

He had felt Paul's hand - there. The whole area hurt all over, and what Henry had said about not getting hard 
for a while was probably true, but Paul had been careful and had not caused him more pain as he ran just a 
single fingertip over is injured entrance. 

Entrance. God, what had happened to the real world? 

"Shsh, Chris, calm down, it’s alright. It stopped” 

The sensation of Paul's lips touching his cheek had sort of woken him up. And the fact that tomorrow at the 
same time, he would most possibly bleed again had come crashing down on him. Before he could stop them, the 
words had slipped out of his mouth. 

"Will it hurt less or worse tomorrow, Paul?" 

Now it had been Paul's turn to stare. 

"It will not hurt af alf tomorrow, because you won't go back there! Understand? You. Won't. Go. Back!" 

"They will come. They'll nab Richard, or you, or maybe Flake on his way to work. | cannot not go back!" 

"Then let us do the only sensible thing and tell them!" 

"No. Please, no, Paul, | cant, you know that | cant" 

Paul had given him a strange look, half reproachful, half understanding. They had gotten up and hugged one last 
time. 

"lll think of something we can do, | promise, Chris. If it comes to the worst, I'll go to Henry's tomorrow and 


give a few blowjobs. But | will not let you set one foot in there ever again 


And now, after a sleepless night and an equally sleepless day, it had come to the worst. Paul had racked his 
brain, but they had to face it: there was no way out of this that didn’t involve either telling the guys or 
someone showing up for work at Henry's club. 

Paul, confident as always, had said that if Henry really made him fill in for Chris, he would easily be able to 
talk the men out of fucking him. Christoph couldnt see how he planned to do that, but he had been so 
horrified to go back that finally, he had let Paul go. And now he paced. The house, the yard, the house again, 
the street. Richard's eyes followed him wherever he went, but both of them never said a word to each other. 
Till had tried to talk to him when he came home, but he had fled. 

Paul had left at eight. 

It had gotten ten by now. 

Ten-thirty. 

Eleven. 

Midnight. 

Till and Flake had gone to bed at some point. 

Richard had gone to bed, too, surprisingly to his own bed instead of Till’s. 

It was cold outside, but Christoph waited in the yard, freezing, pacing, smoking cigarettes. 

Please, Paul, be safe. Come home, please come home. | shouldnt have let you do this. | shouldnt have let you go. 
There, something moved, by the gateway. 

"Paull" 

Relieved, he rushed over to his friend, but he winced when he touched him. Paul was icy cold and dripping wet. 
"Paul, what happened to you? Why are your clothes wet?" 

| - | washed. In the Spree. Guess | forgot to take them off" He sounded mildly surprised by his own 
foolishness. 

"What the hell are you talking about?" 

Paul didnt answer. But now Christoph remembered what Paul had told him about washing in the Spree before. 
It had been after he had been abused by the cops. 

He took Paul's hand and dragged him into the house, not even caring whether or not anyone else noticed, 
gabbed a few dry clothes on his way and quickly locked the bathroom door behind them. 

He didn’t even have to ask. Paul just nodded and started to undress. Christoph tried to help, but Paul stopped 
him. 

"Chris, dont. Leave me be. Let me shower first." 

He stepped into the stall and firmly pulled the curtain shut. Christoph sat down on the toilet and waited. He had 
to wait until the water turned cold. 

Paul also didn't want his help getting dressed. But when he was finally clothed again, he accepted a gentle 
embrace. 

"Can you tell me?" Christoph finally asked him. 

"He said he didn’t care who made his money.’ 

"Said who?" 

"Henry. And | couldnt convince the third guy.’ 

"What third guy?" 

"The third guy who came in. The first two said, okay, just a blowjob, since | was new and everything. But the 
third one said that he had paid for a fuck and would get a fuck, period. | didnt dare to make him angry, | didn't 


want him to complain to Henry..guess he was what he considered careful, but..Geez, Chris, lm freezing.’ 


Christoph pulled him closer. 

"We can't spend another night here, Paul, you need to go to bed and get warm. Are you at least - intact?" 
"Yes. He used a lubed condom. That eased it a bit" 

"No more filling in for me, Paul, you hear me?" Chris hardly recognized his own scratchy voice. He took of his 
sweater and pulled it over Paul's head. "There you go. Now lets tuck you in" 

He turned the key and opened the door. 

Right behind it, his arms crossed, stood Richard. 


To be continued 


Eifersucht 


Eifersucht 


"| knew it." 

Richard had been standing there since he heard his mates coming in from the yard and disappearing behind 
that door. He had been trying to think of something to say or do the moment they would come out of the 
bathroom, but now that he had the chance, the words didn’t come. And that Christoph immediately tried to 
hide Paul behind his back didnt make it any better. 

Au contraire, it made him angry. Angry enough to try and grab the guy who had dared to get between him 
and the man he loved so much. 

"No, Richard, don’t! Don't hurt him, he is already hurt enough!" Christoph exclaimed. That Richard was hurt, 
too, didn't seem to count. 

"How long’s that been going?" 

Christoph opened his mouth, obviously trying to answer, but Paul talked first. 

"There's nothing going, Reesh", he said, his voice strangely resigned and tired. 

"Right. It’s not like Chris hasn't been talking to me in two weeks, it’s not like the both of you are glued 
Together every waking minute, are out together at night, spend hour in the bathroom together, yeah, how on 
earth could anyone suspect that there was something going?" 

Richard knew that he had gotten louder and louder and that he was probably waking the others, but there was 
nothing he could do about it. His brain unsolicitedly produced pictures, one after another, all of them showing 
Chris, the day they first met, the first time of them playing music together, the day he had moved in, their 
first kiss, their first shy touches, sharing cigs while sitting in the sun together, the ball into which Chris 
curled after coming home from a night of making money, however he did that, Chris staring out of the window 
for hours, clearly waiting for Paul to come home, Chris talking to Paul in the yard, Chris letting Paul kiss him, 
he would have to kill Paul, yes, he would have to, he had liked him a lot so far, but there was no helping it.. 
The neon light at the ceiling flickered and suddenly blinded Richard with its cold, bright light. When his eyes had 
adjusted, he realized that Till was next to him. 

"What's the matter, Reesh, why are you yelling like that in the middle of the night?" 

"IFs true. See? What | told you is true.” 

He felt the urgent need to either pitch his fist through a window or to hide in Tils arms, but Till just looked 
back and forth between Richard, Christoph and Paul and made no move towards him whatsoever. His gaze 
finally rested on Paul. 

"Paul, are you okay?" he asked. 

Paul? Why Paul? Why the fuck should Paul not be okay? 

Now for the first time since Flake had switched on the light, Richard took a close look at Paul. 

He had never seen him that - defeated. Weary. Hurt. What the fuck was going in here? 

A hand appeared on Richard's shoulder. Not Till, Olli. Till had reached for Paul. 


As had Christoph. 

Flake had reached for Till in the meantime. 

Everyone stared at everyone else. 

Paul took a deep breath. 

"Chris, we need to tell them. We need to tell them now" 

Ollis grip on Richard tightened. 

As did Christoph’s on Paul; Richard saw it. 

"Tell us what?" Till asked calmly. 

The shell-shocked look on Chirstoph’s face vanished and made room for utter despair. 

"Can we sit down, please?" Paul asked. "l'm really cold" 

They did so, Christoph wrapping Paul into a blanket, Till and Flake sitting down next to them. Olli pulled Richard 
down to join them, and eventually, he did it, but he scooted away from everybody the best he could. 

'It was because - because we couldn't pay the rent’, Paul started. 

Oh yeah. Great. The rent they couldn't pay because Richard screwed up his last wrestling match. 

"And Chris came up with a way to quickly get into enough money... 

The story Paul now told them was so unsettling that Richard caught just about the half of it. Chris, his Chris, 
his shy and meek and oh so beautiful friend had done what? 

"and as he was so - ashamed..", Paul moved closer to Christoph who miserably hung his head, "he didn't 
want anyone to know, and he told me just because | happened to see him at Henry's and because - uhm, 
because..." 

" because Paul could understand. Because you know how it is when you are..", Christoph mumbled. 

"When you are..2" Till prompted. 

Another story Richard had never heard before. Paul had managed to stay out of jail how? 

"and then last night, Henry got really angry with Chris - or maybe he had planned this all along to keep him, 
that would be very much like Henry.. and he - got violent, all the way violent, if you get my meaning..Richard, 
believe me, | found him sitting in the yard at three in the morning, completely out of it, and | did nothing but 
picking him up and getting him clean and trying to help him through his horror; | know that | should have 
insisted on waking you up, but Chris was so anxious not to let anyone know...” 

Now Christoph made an attempt to at least look into Richard's direction 

‘Im sorry, Richard", he whispered. "| love you, always did, always will. But you are already so jealous because 
of something that never happened, and the truth was so much worse - | knew that if you ever found out 
about it, you'd be disgusted and throw me out, out of the house, out of your heart, out of your life. | thought 
that if you didnt know, you might still be pissed about how | behaved with you, but that you'd at least keep 
me around, like a dog or something..out now that | didn't even stop Paul from doing what is my dirty job, now | 
can't go any lower, and he will hate me, and all of you will hate me, and..and.." 

Richard was in a total daze. He felt like having suffered a blow to the head, everything around him seemed to 
buzz. Good thing Olli was there and still hadnt taken his hand off his shoulder - like at the end of a long and 
exhausting match, it was the only thing that kept him connected with reality. This was simply too much 
information at once. 

"What do you mean, Paul doing your job?" he heard Till intervening. 

"Henry threatened to abduct one of us and set our place here on fire if Chris didnt show up for work at nine 
every night. But | couldn't let him go back there, right? He's my friend. | couldn't let him get raped again and 
come back bleeding again and lock himself into the bathroom again, and so | figured that l'd have to go instead, 


and that I'd just have to hope that I'd get lucky and would just have to give blowjobs - but, well, | was shit 
outta luck .." 

Flake brusquely got up. 

"To the bathroom. Both of you. | need to see whether you need treatment", he snapped. 

"Flake!" Till exclaimed indignantly. 

"If it bled, it’s a wound. If it’s a wound, it can become infected and can cause lots of pain and lots of trouble 
for a long time. And | might not be and actual doctor, but that won't happen if | get any say in that. Up, and 
come along." 

Till ruffled Christoph’s dark curls with his left and Paul's bleached strands with his right hand, like he was 
soothing two crying kids. 

"Flake is right, even though he could be a bit more empathetic’, he said with a deprecating stare at their buddy. 
"But you know, his hands are mostly gentler than his words." 

Finally, Paul and Christoph got up, and Richard did the same, he didn't even know why. Christoph’s eyes grew 
wide. 

"No, Richard, please! Please don't, | dont want you to see this!" 

Paul clutched at Chris’ arm, for support or in a pang of protectiveness, Richard didnt know. He tore away 
from Olli, crossed the room with a few grand strides, stepped out into the yard and slammed the door. 

He had already smoked two cigarettes when he finally could think properly again, partly because of the calming 
effect of the nicotine, but mostly because of the even more calming effect of Olli who joined him after a few 
minutes. 

"Flake sais it's true. Chris is really injured, and Paul is pretty, uhm, bruised’, he said, sitting down on the 
windowsill and pointing at Richard's cigarettes. "May |?" 

"Help yourself. Who knows what they did with each other... 

Images flickered through Richard's mind, this time images he had never really seen, but all of them featuring 
Chris, his Chris, and Paul, Paul, whom he had known and lived with and loved like a brother for two years now - 
the desire for pain, no matter whose, seized him, and before he knew it, he had clenched his fist and taken a 
swing at the window. 

Olli grabbed him just in time and pulled him into the middle of the yard, away from everything he could 
potentially hit. 

"Richard, | beg you. | do admit that this was quite a heavy story, but cant you see that they ain't lying? Have 
you ever seen Paul that rattled? | haven't. And Chris. You know how he is, how insecure and coy, but also how 
- deep. Whenever he is really sure of something, he is sure, right? And that he loves you is set in stone, 
Richard. He'd never cheat on you." 

Richard looked at Olli, stunned. This was the longest speech this guy had ever given 

"But nonetheless, he went to Paul." 

"That happened by accident, you heard them. Please come back in, Reesh. We have to stick together now. They 
need us. They need you Chris needs you. Just come in, alright?" 

"They seem to do very well without me." 

"Give them a little time. It’s because they have been through the same thing and can understand each other 
without much talking. It won't be long until Chris will need you more than anything. And you love him, dont 
you?" 


Richard suddenly felt like crying. 


"Yes", he whispered. "More than anything.” 


To be continued 


Plane, große Plane 


Plane, große Plane 


Flake tried to stuff his belongings back into his drawer. He had tossed them all out searching for the last few 
dabs of créme he knew he had somewhere, to put them on his friends‘abused behinds. It had turned out to be 
burn ointment, but it obviously did the trick and eased the pain 

Once again, Flake wished that he knew a bit better what he was doing. 

He had wanted to be a physician ever since he had been five years old, mostly because of his grandpa. Pa had 
been a medic during the war, an equally gruff and attentive man Flake took after in many respects. He would 
have loved to see his grandson becoming a "real" doctor, not just a combat medic who was sent to tend to 
gunshot wounds and cases of dysentery or battle neurosis after just a few weeks of training, but he had 
totally backed him when he had refused to join the military, which meant that the state had refused to let 
him study in return. Sometimes, when he took care of Richard after a fight, hiding his fear of making a 
mistake behind a wall of grouchy comments, he wondered what his grandpa would say if he knew that his little 
Christian had become a medic in a very different kind of war. 

He shooed Paul and Christoph out of the bathroom, hoping that Till would take over form hereon, like he was 
always relieved when he could hand Richard over to either Till or Chris after wrestling matches. It wasn't like 
he didnt love his friends. But tending to non-physical injuries was nothing Flake was good at. He had no problem 
washing a battered Richard's crotch or smoothing crème over a bleeding asshole; as long as someone leaned on 
him in order not to fall over, all was good. If they had leaned on him for comfort, he'd probably have one. 

And right, Till did right away what he was good at: he wrapped an arm around each of the guys who had, 
rather carefully, sat back down on Paul's mattress and cuddled up to each other again, and talked to them 
softly. 

Olli came back in with Richard, who froze for a second when he saw the three of them like this, but then sat 
down on his own bedding and cleared his thoat. 

"Chris, listen..| will need a little while to digest that, okay? | do believe you, both of you, that what you said is 
true, and | love you, Chris, would | be that jealous if | didn't? Let me come to grips with the whole story, and 
then we'll talk, alright?" 

"Alright", Christoph replied quietly and looked at Richard sideways. 

Flake continued to pack his things away. 

Suddenly, he heard paper rustling vehemently. He turned around and saw that Christoph had grabbed a 
newspaper Flake had thrown out of the dresser. Chris didnt say anything, he just pointed at a picture of a 
man in a suit. 

"Who is that?" Till asked. 

Both Flake and Christoph answered simultaneously. 

"The guy who got promoted instead of my boss last summer.” 

"The man Henry raped me for." 


Flake stared at Christoph. Christoph stared at Flake. 

"Chris, are you saying that he still hasnt given up on the hookers?" 

Christoph flinched at the word hookers, but he nodded slowly. 

"He came by every night, except for Sunday. Why?" 

"Because he’s gonna get married to the daughter of the head of the police headquarters of Weissensee next 
month." 

"How do you know?" Olli chimed in. 

"Because said head of the Weissensee police headquarters is Lieutenant Schubert, and Lieutenant Schubert is 
my boss's best friend. He hates his future son-in-law, but the girl is totally crazy about him. Or about his 
money. Or both." 

Now all the six of them stared at each other. Flake could have sworn that the air was bristling. 

"Flake, how much does your boss like you?" Till eventually asked. 

"Well, | killed none of his kids so far, which is hard at times, so he should at least be grateful. Why?" 

"He probably isn't really keen about the man because of whom he wasnt promoted", Till continued, pointing at 
the picture, "and he would surely like to do his friend a favor, right?" 

"Right...2" Flake replied, beginning to see where Till was taking this. 

"If you told him where his rival goes to every night, told him that he would just have to take his camera and 
go to Henry's and could take the picture of his life there, would he believe you?" 

"Maybe." 

"And not just that. He could not only take a picture of his rival fucking a hooker at an illegal night club and ruin 
the guy professionally that way; he could also take a picture he could give fo his friend who could show it to 
his daughter who then might not be so eager to get married any longer...” 

Flake scratched his head. 

"If he can do his buddy a favor, then he will buy it for sure. You can never know when you might need a cop 
who actually likes you, right? But why?" 

"Because he could also take his buddy along Going to a night club violates the ban on public assembly. He could 
not only humiliate his rival, he could also have him arrested And arresting a person that well known at a night 
club is impossible without busting the whole joint, and no matter how much Henry greased the police in the 
past, he would go straight to jail, and we'd be safe from his thugs coming after us. Do you think you could talk 
your boss into that?" 

Flake looked at Till, then at Paul and Christoph. Seeing Henry punished was an intriguing thought, even though he 
was sure that there had to be a hitch somewhere in all this. But then again, what did they have to lose? 

ll try. | just dont know how long it will take." 

"Make it urgent”, Olli threw in. "Tell him that you only know for sure that he will be there at a certain day, 
Monday or Tuesday." 

"But..", Christoph piped up. 

"But?" 

‘It won't work if I'm not there. | heard Henry calling this guy a ‘fan’ of mine. If lm not there, he'll be pissed and 
leave. He hasn't been with one of the other hookers since | started working at Henry's. Plus, if | dont show up 
for work at nine on Monday, we'll have a problem on Tuesday. And", he looked at the clock on the dresser, "it 
is already Monday, technically." 

He was right. Again, it was already three in the morning. 

"You are not going back!" both Paul and Richard exclaimed. 


"Then we'd better clear out here tomorrow." 

Till looked at Christoph for a while. 

"Do you have any idea what you cost for a night?" 

"Till!" Flake punched Tills arm. 

"What?! We cant count on that plan to work, or to already work tomorrow night. We can't count on your boss 
telling you when the razzia is planned, if it gets planned at all. You'll try and grab hold of your boss as soon as 
you get there tomorrow, well, today, but the rest of us will try to find money, enough that one of us can go 
to Henry's as a client and buy Chris out for a night" 

"Where do you expect us to find that much dough in just one day?" Richard huffed. "We usually dont know 
how to cook anything that isn't turnip stew!" 

"Wherever we can think of. Borrow it, steal it, make a loan at one of the money lenders at insane terms, it 
doesn't matter." 

"If we do that, we can as well jump off a bridge right away", Flake interjected. "We could never pay them back, 
and then we'll have the money lenders on our back instead of Henry. And they aren't exactly fussy, either." 
"Okay, here's what we'll do about it. As soon as we know that Henry got arrested and will get what he 
deserves, we'll leave this rotten city. For good." 

Now everyone stared at Till, wide-eyed 

"We'll leave this rotten city to go where..?" Paul asked cautiously. 

"To where | grew up. The house is still there. Maybe the roof is leaking by now, but it’s got solid walls and a 
proper stove and will do for a little while." 

"And after that little while?" Richard asked. 

It’s near the Baltic Sea. People there live on smuggle, well, a few of them do. I've heard of people who got out 
of the country that way." 

"Till, you're nuts", Flake stated firmly. "This is bound to go wrong. I'll try and do my best tomorrow, but I'm 
afraid that our glorious plan will already fail right then and there. And if not, then we will fail to find the 
money, or to find some kind of transportation out of the city, or to find someone who will actually risk his life 
to get us across the border. And on top of that, we'll probably starve to death before we even had the 
chance to get shot on the run" 

"Well, of course we can stay here, doing nothing, waiting for someone to get himself into a mess like that again, 
or for Richard to break his neck the next time he gets into the ring, and starve to death regardless. Maybe 
we could postpone it a bit by selling our instruments. In this country, they aint of any use anyway", Till 
retorted. 

"Lets vote", Olli said, "like we always do. We have to decide this together." 

"I'm sick of this country’, Richard said. "lf there is any opportunity to leave, | say let’s do it or die trying.” 
"That's what | think, too", Christoph added softly. "| want out of here." 

"| don't like that this plan involves the police." Paul furrowed his brow. "I hate them on principle. | don’t like it 
that we help a policeman in whatever way, or more or less accept his help. And it puts Chris in danger, if we 
really need him to be the lure. He could easily get arrested just because he is at the club, too." 

‘It’s the only way to get Henry punished and locked away. If we want go without that, we could as well leave 
right away without taking all the trouble’, Till replied. 

"Right. But | still don't like it" 

"But you would come with us?" 


Paul's gaze wandered over their faces. 


"Yes, | would’, he finally said. 

"Olli?" 

"There's a lot that probably wont work out the way we think, but let's at least get started. Till is right. Its 
better than doing nothing." 

Flake looked into five more or less determined faces. This would mean to leave the city he had spent all his life 
in so far, to leave his job and thereby the only reliable thing he had and knew. Wouldnt it? 

But no. The most reliable thing he had was in this very room. It were these very people. As soon as he 
imagined them leaving without him, he knew that this wouldn't happen. He nodded slowly. 

"Alright then" Flake smiled briefly into Richard's direction "Let's do it or die trying.” 


To be continued 


Reise Reise 


Reise Reise 


Olli nervously pulled at his collar. Why had they chosen him, of all people, for this job? 

Well, okay, Till's shoulders hadnt fit into the uniform, while Paul would have stepped on the trouser legs. 
Richard still wasn’t able to deal out a good punch, should a punch be needed, Flake could even less, and 
Christoph had vanished behind that door a little while ago. 

It was all or nothing now. God, hopefully he could snatch Chris and get out of here on time; he didnt want to 
see him hurt again. What he had seen since they had agreed on what Till had thought up in record time was 


enough for a while, as far as Olli was concerned. 


They had spent the rest of that night with their usual sleeping arrangement completely jumbled. It had been 
impossible to separate Chris and Paul. They had obviously slept miserably or hadnt slept at all since Saturday 
morning and had at some point basically slept with their eyes open, Paul's face snuggled into Christoph’s 
shoulder and Christoph’s nose buried in Paul's hair. Till had eventually simply pushed them down, and they had 
just stayed like that, arms around each other. Till had then come over to hug Richard tightly. 

"Give them time", Olli had heard him whisper, and had felt a bit proud for whatever reason. These had been 
his words, earlier that night. If Till said the same, that meant that he had done something right, didn’t it? 

Till had smiled at him. 

"Take care of Richard, Olli. Be the good second you always are." 

Olli took some pride in being a good second, like he took pride in being good at everything he did. As the 
youngest of the group, he always felt like he had to prove himself, like he had to work harder than the others 
to get accepted. It wasn't like his mates treated him differently from everybody else; this was something that 
had been there for him from the very beginning. Raised by parents who had him at a very young age, he had 
spent most of his childhood with his mom's and dad's friends instead of kids his age and had gotten used to 
being around people much older than him. It had become a habit for him to behave pronouncedly mature, to do 
everything he found to do, even the seediest jobs, with a certain dignity - he had, for example, become a 
decent bouncer that way, despite his lack of impressive muscles. His ability to keep calm, to diffuse animosities 
before they turned into full-blown fistfights, and to just generally keep track of what was going on around him 
was something he found way more helpful than other people’s I7-inch-bizeps to get through the day, through 
a job, through life. 

He had mixed feelings about the wrestling matches he always witnessed at point-blank range. Of course they 
were exciting, the more the better the fighters were, and Richard's abilities were impressive. And of course, 
the second always "won" or "lost" a match alongside "his" fighter - and Richard always shared his victories 
with him, always said "we won the fight". One just couldnt help being proud, even as "just" a second who wasn't 
even allowed into the ring. But there was that thing about Richard only Olli knew about, that thing he had 


found out more or less by accident, prior to a match. 


Richard was always strangely nervous before the actual fight started, even if the rival was potentially easy to 
beat. One day, when they had to wait longer than usual in the dressing room, Richard had paced for a while, 
then had sat down in a corner and really started shaking even though that night's opponent hadn't been all that 
intimidating. Olli had sat down and looked at him, until Richard had finally returned the look and rasped "they 
could really get the fuck started. | hate sitting in my room waiting for him to come for me." 

"Come for you?" 

"With the belt in his hand And he was such a busy fighter. By now, | would break him in two with one hand 
and make him regret that he paid for my wrestling lessons." 

Richard had really attempted to break someone in two that night; Olli had never seen him going to town with 
one of his opponents that brutally. Afterwards, he had been so totally crushed by the fact that he had 
probably done some permanent damage to the other guy that it had taken Olli almost two days to calm him 
down 

And maybe, Olli had figured, maybe these other nights, when Richard let himself be beaten without even trying 
to dodge the blows, maybe these nights were just some twisted fits of homesickness. He had never asked him. 
Probably Richard didn't even know it himself. 

And in a way, Olli had been Richard's second again that last night they had spent at their former car service 
station Not next to the ring, but during a fight nonetheless. 

What had been revealed that night had been shocking for all of them, but of course, it had been especially 
hard on Richard. Christoph was Reesh’s only soft spot; he treated him with a tenderness nobody would ever 
have thought he was capable of. To hear that the man he loved so much had sold himself to whoever wanted 
to use him, albeit just out of despair, had surely been tough enough for him. But to see him falling asleep in 
someone else’s arms, even if that someone was Paul, was "just" their best friend, while being rejected himself 
(as Chris had been unable to allow just the slightest touch from Richard).. Yes, Reesh had definitely needed a 
good second that night, someone who did for him what Till did for Paul and Chris: hold him, nuzzle his neck, tell 
him that things would work out, that his friend would very soon need his presence, his comfort, his love, and 
lots of it. 

Again, Olli took pride in doing things right. It had worked. 


As soon as they had gotten up on Monday morning, they had started to turn the life they had shared for two 
years now completely upside down 

Flake had left for work, as the only one of them. 

Till, figuring that it would be no use to go back to the construction site if they intended to leave anyway, had 
left to find them some means of transport out of the city - and a place to crash until then 

Richard, Paul and Olli had taken off to find money. Olli still shivered when he thought of how he had made the 
cash he had brought home in the evening - he had never thought that he could stoop so low as to actually 
use the picture he had almost accidentally taken about six month ago. That he had used it to blackmail a guy 
he had once worked for. Geez, had he been relieved that Till had found a way for them to leave the city, to 
fuck with this man was de facto suicide... 

Christoph had stayed at home and packed their stuff. Olli hadnt liked leaving him behind, neither had anyone 
else, Chris least of all, but of course, they couldn't expect him to run through what felt like half of Berlin all 
day long, given the state he was in 

They had agreed on being back at 7 pm, when Flake would come home. Paul had rushed in last and added a wad 
of banknotes to the small pile on the table, then Till had started counting. Having finished, he had stared at 


Christoph for a long time. All of them had followed suit. 

Christoph had just stared at the pile of cash. Finally, a single tear had rolled down his face. 

Till had hugged him firmly. 

Flake hadn't been home until about 1:30. The clock had been ticking. Chris and Till, whom they had chosen to go 
with him as a "client", had to leave at eight if they intended to be at Henry's at nine. 

Finally, the door had flown open. Flake. 

"Wednesday. At eleven" 

"A razzia?" 


"Yes. Lieutenant Schubert almost freaked the fuck out" 


The next forty-eight hours had been - turbulent, to say the least. 

Till had been with Chris the whole night, and together with having to pay the guy who would give them a lift 
to the village at the coast, it had left them dead broke again Hookers were paid poorly, but that didn't mean 
that the guys who more or less owned them didn't rip off the clients the best they could. 

They had moved all their belongings, except for their instruments, into the basement of a dilapidated house 
near Henry's club. Their musical equipment got stored at a friend's place. Most possibly stacking it in this dirty 
garage would be the last time they ever got to touch it. Olli felt a bit like he was burying a friend when they 
locked the door. 

Paul had taken off to what used to be a theater and had broken into the props room, where he found the 
quite real-looking police uniform Olli wore right now. 

From Tuesday night until Wednesday evening, all of them (again, except for Flake, who went back to work one 
last time on Tuesday morning) had been jammed together in this cold, damp room. Chris and Richard had still 
kept away from each other; it had been quite a pitiful sight. 

Flake had come back in the evening, telling them about fire engines rushing roughly into their former home's 
direction. All of them had cried, more or less openly. 

Then, about three hours ago, Olli had folded up the uniform, packed it into his small back pack, and had gone to 
the club with Christoph, who had first been yelled at by Henry for not having shown up yesterday and then 
been sent up to his room, while Olli had first mingled with the other guests for some time and then followed 
his buddy up the stairs in an unobserved moment, had quickly put on the uniform over his T-shirt and 
sweatpants and squashed into a hidden corner. 

And that was where he sat now, hoping that their plan would work out alright, hoping that they wouldn't both 
end up in jail, and hoping to God that Chris was alright behind that door, would be able to play for time until 
eleven He hadn't seen his buddy's client arriving, but the key was gone, and Chris had said that although it 


wasn't allowed to lock the door, this was the sign that the room taken. 


Olli started to doubt that it had been a good idea to let Chris do this. He could understand that his friend very 
much wanted to see both men punished, the one who had raped him and the one who he had been raped for 
and who had regularly abused him for the last two weeks. But Chris still wasn't really himself right now. Could 
he really be trusted when he said that he would go to the club one last time and face his abusers? What if 
something went wrong here? 

There, footsteps on the stairs. Olli had never seen Flake’s boss before, but he figured that it must be him - 
he had a camera. He stopped in the hallway, listening, obviously waiting for something. 


Suddenly, everything seemed to happen at once. More footsteps, downstairs. Voices, barked orders. The man in 
the hallway swiftly opened the door in front of which he stood, the camera clicked a few times in quick 
succession - and even though his view was mostly blocked by the journalist's body, Olli saw what would surely 
haunt his dreams for a while: Christoph, bent over the edge of the bed, silently crying, and the man whose 
picture he had seen in the newspaper, with his dick up his friend’s ass. The guy started cussing and quickly 
withdrew his member from the butt he was fucking. Christoph cried out loudly. 

The man with the camera turned on his heel and quickly fled down the corridor just when ten or twelve police 
officers came running up the stairs and started kicking in the doors to the rooms. 

The door to the room Christoph was in was, of course, already open, and two quite young officers strode in 
Olli got out of his corner and followed them. 

Christoph’s client just got handcuffed, and one of the cops pushed him out of the door, naked (and still hard) 
as he was. Olli couldnt suppress a satisfied grin that nobody even noticed because the two young officers 
grinned just as much. 

The second one now approached Chris, cuffs already at hand. Olli patted slightly on his shoulder. 

lll take this boy, Genosse constable. We have a few questions to ask him." 

The cop looked at him, mildly surprised, but then he quickly snapped to attention 

"Jawohl, Genosse Major!" 

Genosse Major? Wow. He had seen that the epaulettes on his jacked looked quite impressive, but he hadn't 
known exactly what they meant. Paul had done a great job picking out the uniform! 

Olli took Christoph’s arm and pulled him to his feet. He would have gladly spared his friend this last humiliation, 
but if he didn't want to raise suspicion, he had to lead him away the way everybody else who had been 
arrested up here was: naked. 

"Come on, Chris, get moving", he whispered. "Put your hands behind your back as if you were handcuffed, and 
walk in front of me. Down the stairs, then left to where the toilets are, then out the back door." 

Christoph obeyed, sniveling, and Olli had the presence of mind to quickly take the wallet from his client's jacket. 
Together, they left the room. 

Downstairs, things were surprisingly quiet, given the fact that about fifty people had just been arrested there. 
But maybe it wasn't that surprising at all. Keeping your mouth shut was the first thing you had to learn if 
you wanted to survive in this country. Olli was tempted to have a quick look into the barroom, just to see 
whether there was someone in there he knew, but Christoph’s soft sobs reminded him that they were in a 
hurry. He put on the grimmest face he could muster and quickly led his friend the way Paul (who knew 
virtually every club all over Berlin inside out) had told him to take. 

A voice behind them, clearly directed at Olli 

"Genosse, all arrestees are to be brought to the barroom. This way." 

An elderly cop pointed into the direction opposite to the one Olli had in mind. 

Olli slowly turned around. Please dont let him be more than a fucking major, please dont let him have more 
stripes on his shoulder board than | do.. 

"Excuse me?" 

"All arrestees..oh." This one snapped to attention as quickly the other one had. "I'm sorry. Genosse Major, all 
arrestees are to be brought to the barroom." 

"That's correct, but this man needs to be questioned separately. Dismiss!" 

"Zu Befehl, Genosse Major." 

Olli pushed Christoph lightly. 


"This way, boy." 

They turned around a corner, quickly crossed another dark corridor, found the back door and pushed it open 
Fuck. 

Two more cops, guarding the door. 

"Excuse me, Genossen" Olli took a deep breath. This whole personality he had put on with the uniform was a lie 
anyway; he could as well add a real brazen one on top of everything. "Ministry of State Security. Let me pass." 
And again, the uniform did the trick. Olli began contemplating keeping it. The cops both saluted and didn't even 
try to stare at Christoph. 

Olli led his friend through the dirty backyard into one of the abandoned buildings nearby. He took a small 
flashlight from his inside pocket and switched it on. 

Now for the first time since they had parted about two hours ago, they dared to look into each other's faces 
again Christoph looked horrible, so full of pain and shame and general misery that Olli just had to hug him 
tightly for a second. 

"IFs alright, buddy, we're out of there. We did it. Henry will get his punishment. Come on, let's get you dressed." 
He quickly unlaced his shoes, got out of the uniform and took off the second T-shirt he wore. 

"Put on that shirt and the uniform trousers, Chris, quickly. Sorry that | dont have shoes for you..are you 
okay?" he asked when Christoph didnt show the slightest inclination to do as Olli said. Another wounded look 
was all Chris could bring about, so Olli resolutely pulled the shirt over his head and helped him into the pants. 
That was when he saw the thin trickle of blood all the way down his mate's leg. 

He held his breath for a moment, but then quickly closed the fly button and took Christoph’s hand. 

| know that it’s hard and that you're in pain, buddy, but we have to run. Don't be scared, I'm with you. We're 
together, and soon we'll alf be together. They are all waiting for us. You have been so brave tonight. Be brave 
for a few more minutes, okay?" 

And saying so, he pulled Chris through the pitch-black corridor of which they could only see what the tiny 
flashlight illuminated, out of a door that swung loose in its hinges, out on the streets, around a corner, down 
an alley, around another corner, until they saw the rusty red van that was parked at the curb in front of the 
building they had spent the last night in. 

"Look there, Chris, that must be Till's friend You'll be fine, buddy, we're almost there..look, there's Flake, and 
Paul. Hang in there." 

Within moments, they found themselves surrounded by their friends. Richard pushed past Till and Paul, 
snatched Christoph out of Ollis arm, crushed him to his chest and covered his face and neck with kisses. 

"For fuck’s sake, Chris, | was so afraid for you, you wouldn't believe me how afraid | was", he gasped out. "I'l 
never let you out of my sight again, | swear..could Olli rescue you on time?" 

Both Chris and Olli shook their heads in silence. The others stared at them, alarmed. 

"Flake, you'll need to look after him, right now. | saw blood’, Olli said 

"Right now on the var', Till retorted firmly. "The sooner we get out of this place, the better." 

They all climbed onto the tarp-covered truck bed that already contained everything they owned. Their 
mattresses covered the floor, three rucksacks, a duffle bag, two boxes and their few other possessions were 
piled up at the front end. It was cold, drafty, and almost completely dark. 

Till climbed up last, after a brief chat with their driver, and brought along a small first aid kit he thrust into 
Flake’s hands. 

"How am | supposed to do something for Chris if | cant even fucking find him?" Flake complained. 


Olli handed him the flashlight, but Flake handed it back right away. 


"Do | have three hands, or what? You hold it." 

So Olli did it, but he tried to look elsewhere while Flake did -whatever he did there. Meanwhile, Richard tried to 
comfort Christoph who, no matter how quiet he usually was, now suddenly seemed unable to stop talking. 

"I couldn't stop him", he repeated again and again, as if he was desperately trying to convince Richard, or 
maybe himself. "He said that | had been promised to him for Monday, and that he had to wait for two days 
and wouldn't wait any longer..Reeshy, | tried to stall him, like we had said | would, but he wasn't having it, and | 
was so scared, | was so scared that he would go and call Henry again if | didnt do what he wanted... and it hurt 
so much, Reeshy, when he did it, and even more when he ripped it out of me, I'm sorry, Reeshy, | couldn't 
stop him, really, | couldn't... 

Olli couldn't hear what Richard said, as he just whispered it into his totally freaked-out lover's ear, but after a 
while, when Flake had already finished cleaning Chris up a bit and had padded the injured spot with half of the 
first aid kit's content, the gush of words ebbed away and decreased to faint sobs. Flake climbed over their 
entwined bodies and squashed between Till and Paul. 

"Not much | can do - again’, he groused. "Or rather, not much | could see. It will just have to stop bleeding. 
Now Olli, will you finally fill us in on what happened at the club?" 

And as the van entered the autobahn and left behind the last houses and the lights of the city, Olli started 
talking. 


To be continued 


Mehr 


Mehr 


Richard placed a soft kiss on Christoph’s cheek. 

"Look, Chris, it’s alright. It’s only been four weeks since you have been through a load of horrible shit, and it 
will take fime to get over it. Dont worry about me, okay? First, learn to smile a bit again. Then we will talk 
about everything else. Come on, let’s go home. It will be dark soon" 

They had been on a walk for almost two hours, and Richard's legs hurt. But it was beautiful out here, in a sad, 
autumnal way, and they could join hands, which they didn’t dare to do in the village. The people had so far been 
friendly to the strangers who had turned up here on so suddenly on a rainy Thursday morning, but Richard 
wasn't very keen on finding out what they would have to say about two guys walking down the street like a 
couple. They already eyed them like exotic animals anyway. 

The six of them were living in Tills childhood home, a small, thatched-roof cottage about to fall into ruin, for 
about a month now, and Richard felt like he was on a vacation. A vacation of the kind he would normally have 
hated, but that he enjoyed now nonetheless, as they all very obviously needed it. No wrestling matches, no 
night clubs, no seedy jobs to do, and they all were together almost all the time. And the people here were 
very different from Berlin's inhabitants, too. They didn't seem to worry about most of the things people 
worried about in the city. As Flake had said only yesterday, they had been here forever and would probably be 
here until doomsday, living their lives, working in their fields or whatever else their little businesses were, and 
would never change or leave, no matter what the country was called or by whom it was governed. 

Like that old woman they had visited in the afternoon, grandma Lene. She had been the first person Till had 
gone to, practically the minute they had arrived here. She wasn't Till's own grandma, but she seemed to be the 
grandmother of half the village and looked like she was at least a hundred years old. Or rather, she looked like 
she was one of the trees in her garden, or part of the sandy ground. Till had come back from her house that 
first day with a bag of apples and a small pot of ointment, had said that Lene had already put that on his 
grazed knees when he had been a boy, and had handed it to Flake, for doctoring Christoph’s butt. Their time 
here was almost up, and Chris had wanted to thank her, to ask her whether he could do her a favor in return. 
But instead, she had maneuvered him and Richard into her house, had stuffed them with apple pie, had given 
them what they couldnt finish off "for the other boys, ‘specially the two long ones, they are way too thin!" 
And when they had left, she had taken a perplexed Richard aside. 

"Watch that boy there", she had said. "There is something wrong with this lad. He's got such sad eyes. You are 
- friends, arent you?" 

"Yes", Richard had replied. "We are friends." 

"Then watch him." 

And so Richard did watch him, but he would have done so anyway. The first thing he had said to him when Olli 
had brought him back from the club had been that he wouldn't let him out of his sight again, and so far, he 
hadn't. Wherever they went, they went together. Whatever they found to do, they did it together. When they 


slept, they were so close that Richard sometimes thought that he could listen to his friend's dreams. And 
they went on long walks together, silently for most part, as Christoph still didn't talk much (in fact, since that 
one outburst when they were on their way out of Berlin, he had hardly talked at all), but today he had 
suddenly started crying and asked Richard how long they would still be together if they continued not to touch 
each other the way they used to do. 

And now they stood in the middle of nowhere, in a gentle embrace, and Richard wiped tears away - again. He 
had done that so often in the last weeks that he could hardly remember times when the sight of tears had 
inevitably driven him away. 

"| promised not to leave you alone, sweetheart, didn't |? And | also promised not to touch you like this if you 
didn't touch me first. And that’s okay, Chris, you hear me? It’s okay. I'm completely content having you so 
close to me; | am absolutely happy that you still want me, considering the fact that | have been such a jerk 
and was mad at you when you would have needed help. | couldn't stand to lose you, baby. | love you, 
remember?" 

There, this old grannylady had been right with what she had said about Christoph’s eyes, Richard thought. His 
friend hardly looked into anyone's face directly; it was a rare thing he saved for people close to his heart, and 
for special moments. Moments like this. And yes, his so unbelievably blue eyes were sad. Had they always been 
that way? 

"Why?" 

"What do you mean, why?" 

"Why do you love me, Reesh? | need to know. lm not good at this, see, | don't know what people think or want. 
Till always seems to know, Olli always seems to know, Paul sometimes gets things wrong, but at least he knows 
how to do it, and Flake always seems to know best of all. But | can't, Reeshy, you need to tell me, else | don't 
know what you expect from me. Why do you love me?" 

Chris looked at him so intently now that it made good for a lot of times when Richard had wished for his lover 
to look at him at all. But it also hurt for some reason. He cupped his friend's face and kissed him softly on the 
lips. 

"Chris, | don’t know. | don't know why | love you. Do you know why you love me?" 

Christoph shook his head. 

"See? And | think it’s right that way. If there is a reason you can pinpoint, then it’s no different from how you 
are with other people, from whom you might want this or need that. When you love, really love someone, then 
there is no reason. It just happens. Let us be grateful that it happened to us." He took Christoph’s hand. "Let's 
go back, buddy. They are waiting for us." 


Chris said that the house was talking. And really, it did. The concrete building they had lived in in Berlin had 
just been there and had never said a single word, but this old cottage definitely did. It creaked and groaned and 
rattled, accompanied by the trees in the savaged garden and the wind that never ceased to blow, and 
seemingly the louder the quieter they were. By now, it was very quiet. All there was aside from the spooky 
noises the house produced were the quiet breaths their sleeping mates drew. 

They slept in what Till said used to be the living room and had elected the kitchen to be their common room. In 
a few respects, they were off worse than they had been in their old place. The house had been unlived in for 
years, so electricity was turned off, and whoever paid for the water (which was cold all the time as a result) 
surely didn't know about it. But there was a big tiled stove in the kitchen, and even though they had to eat 
whatever little food they could afford sitting on the floor, due to the lack of furniture, they loved to be 


together in a properly heated room, relaxing, talking, reading the books Till borrowed off the neighbors in loads, 
and writing songs on the only acoustic guitar they had been able to bring along. It really felt like and extended 
camping trip. And as it happened on camping trips, the roof was all but reliable..but luckily, the leaking spot was 
above a former storage room. The two rooms they lived in were pleasantly dry and comfortable, even now 
that raindrops were softly drumming on the window panes. 

Richard listened to the sound in a state somewhere between dream and waking, his head rested on Christoph’s 
chest. He breathed in his lover’s scent and felt his warmth through his thin shirt. They had kissed for a long 
time after everyone had gone to bed, and even longer than they used to do since it was all Chris had been 
able to allow so far. The kisses themselves had changed a bit, from the very passionate ones they had shared 
in the old days back to the very innocent thing they had done at the very beginning of their relationship, but 
Richard didn't mind. Doing more would have caused his body to react in a way that still freaked Christoph out. 
It was hard enough to resist the desire to place the warm hands that cupped his cheeks somewhere they didn 
‘t wander to on their own account, or not to touch spots that were still off-limits. And it was certainly enough 
that Richard frequently woke up at night with a damn hard boner. 

The first time this had happened after they had arrived here, Christoph had been awake before Richard had 
even realized what was going on. He had just wondered why his friend's breaths were so shallow and why his 
whole body felt like a wooden board. But soon enough, he had felt his erection rubbing against Chris’ thigh. He 
has apologized, had gotten up and gone to the bathroom, where he had gone ever since when he got hard at 
night and needed some relief. It was cold and lonely, and Richard dearly wished the old times back while he 
jerked off there. But he already considered himself lucky that Chris wanted, needed kisses and hugs and cuddles 
again. When he thought of how he had avoided all that completely back then in Berlin, what he had now was a 
real improvement. 

But oh, his dick obviously had needs tonight, too.. 

Richard started to try and crawl out of Christoph’s embrace without waking him up, but it was impossible, his 
mate’s arms were wrapped around him too tightly. 

"wheryagoin..2" Chris mumbled. 

"Bathroom", Richard whispered back. 

To his surprise, he felt the hipbone he was trying to get away from gently shifting against his - little problem. 
Big problem. Big and hard problem. 

" „causofthat....?" 

"Yes. Let me get up, sweetheart." 

"Stay." 

That suddenly didnt sound all that sleepy anymore. 

"No, Chris, really, | need to..” 

"I know. But do it here, in my arms. That will be better than in the cold bathroom." 

"You wont get scared?" 

A shy kiss landed somewhere on Richard's face. 

"Il try not to." 

Richard made himself comfortable again next to Christoph, with their places now switched: Chris’ head rested 
on Richard's chest now, and a hand slowly pulled up his shirt and started to caress his stomach. Richard's own 
hand slid into his sweatpants and slowly started jacking his hard cock. 

And really, that was the best thing that had happened to him in a long time. 


Especially when Chris started to kiss him and Richard started wondering how on earth this man could taste so 
good. The hand on his stomach crept over to the spot where the rib had been broken 

Richard still couldn't sleep on his right side or tolerate pressure of any kind there, but the hand didn't hurt 
him. It just traced the curved bones and it felt like it was asking whether he was alright there, just to 
disappear and suddenly close around Richard's own hand. The hand he was jacking his dick with. Richard held his 
breath. 

Another kiss. The fingers tightened. A shiver went through Richard's spine. 

There entwined hands started moving. 

Richard had the very unconnected thought how quiet they both were. The sound of their buddies’ breaths was 
a good deal louder than them. 

He thought of all the times when he had fallen asleep with Christoph’s hand covering his dick, and how safe and 
protected he had felt then It felt the same way now, like they were hidden in the cocoon that consisted of so 
many layers, the soft blanket around them, the guys who slept only inches away from them, the dark room, 
the old house, the garden, the wind and the rain, like everything around them was there to give them shelter, 
to give their oh so tender touched cover, to give their love a home... 

His cockhead enclosed in both their fists, Richard came in long spurts, in an orgasm that fit his general mood: 
no wildfire, but a huge and gentle wave that took him away and carefully lay him down by his lover's side. He 
didn't even moan. His mouth, captured by Christoph’s soft lips, had better things to do. 

RK 

Small pecks on his cheek sort of woke him up, even though he hadn't been sleeping. 

"Reeshy, do you think it’s still warm in the kitchen?" 

"Hm", he mumbled. "Most possibly. Why?" 

"Can we go there, please?" 

"Huh? Oh. Sure." 

They got up, and Richard heard Chris grabbing their blankets. Together, they crossed the narrow, draughty 
hallway (the window was broken; Till had smashed it to get into the house and unbar the backdoor when they 
had first arrived - that made for more interresting sounds) and entered the still comfortably heated kitchen 
Richard felt for the Zippo on the windowsill and lit the candle that stood there. 

Christoph had put the blankets down on one of the two mattresses they used as a couch, since they didn't 
have anything else to sit on and since six mattresses wouldn't have fit into their improvised bedroom anyway. 
Not that they would have needed them there. Richard and Chris were cuddled up to each other so tightly at 
night that not even a sheet of paper would have fit between them, and Paul had developed the habit of 
sleeping right on top of Till. The big guy seemed to like it that way and held Paulchen like an oversized teddy 
bear all night long. 

They washed their sticky hands in the sink, and Richard gave Christoph a questioning look. Chris took a deep 
breath and did what he did so rarely: he looked into Richard's eyes. 

"Reeshy, | want you to touch me", he said firmly. "I don’t know what will happen, but | want it. | tried to touch 
myself, and nothing happened. But | want things to be normal again. | want to be happy again. | want to enjoy 
this again. What we did just now felt good. But | want more." 

"Chris, are you sure?" Richard asked cautiously. "We talked about that in the afternoon. I'd love to give you 
everything you want and need, but | told you, | can wait. You don't have to do anything just because you are 
atraid of losing me." 


"But | don't want to wait any longer, Reesh. Before all of this happened, you always made me feel so good. 
Please, make me feel that good again" He took Richard's hand and pulled him down on the mattress. "You said 
you wouldn't touch me if | didn't touch you first. | did touch you. So..please, Reeshy?" 

They sat opposite to each other, and Richard looked at his mate, intently, and for a long time. The candle’s 
flickering light danced on Christoph’s face. He had become worryingly thin, and the light created shadows that 
made him look even thinner. His eyes now appeared dark, almost black, like the nighttime sky. The instant 
Richard had looked into these eyes when they had first met, he had known that there was - something. That 
there was something that tugged at his heartstrings. It had surprised the hell out of him because he had 
never assumed that this could happen to him with another man, but he had quickly fallen in love with these 
eyes, even before he had fallen in love with everything else. 

He's got such sad eyes.. 

"Reeshy?" 

"Huh?" 

"What are you staring at?" 

"Nothing. lm just admiring your face." 

"What's there to admi.. 

Richard's kiss cut the question short. He started to very gently remove Christoph’s clothes. 

He hadn't seen his buddy naked since that damn Monday when they hadn't been able to pay the rent. After 
everything that had happened, Chris had become incredibly shy. He didn't even change his pants in anyone's 
presence, let alone his shirt or his boxers. Flake had been the only one who was allowed into the bathroom 
when Chris was there, and just until they both had been sure that the wound he had suffered was healing 
properly. Richard /onged to touch the soft skin underneath the last layer of fabric, and now sighed happily 
when he finally got to do it. It was like doing it for the first time. Like his fingers had forgotten how it felt and 
now rediscovered it. 

The shape of Christoph’s shoulders. 

His collarbones that now stuck out so much. 

His pecs, his nipples. Richard bent over and, to Chris’ audible pleasure, kissed them softly. 

His back, long and smooth. How wonderful it had always been during summer nights, when they could sleep all 
naked, spooning up to each other with Richard being the big spoon, feeling this back resting against his chest. 
His stomach. He had slept on it at times. It was the best cushion Richard could imagine. 

His thighs. Richard had always loved to sit between them, letting himself be caressed while caressing them in 
return 

And this so..uh, Richard had no words for how good it was to touch the place his fingers moved to next. Soft, 
sensitive, and simply adorable. He had dared to kiss his buddy there just once. It had been such an unbelievable 
pleasure, for both of them. How could anyone hit on the idea of inflicting such cruel pain there? 

He moved closer towards his lover so that they could wrap their legs around each other. Christoph looked 
bashfully to the floor, and Richard wasn't sure whether he really enjoyed what was happening or was rather 
trying to not to shake. He lifted his friend's head with just one finger. 

"You okay, baby?" 

Christoph’s eyes said / dont know more clearly than words would have. Richard touched his mouth to Chris’, 
and while he kissed him the way the both liked it best, all lips and a little tongue, he started stroking him 
softly. 


Since they had started this relationship, they had spent a lot of time feeling each other. Richard knew how it 
felt when Christoph liked what he did to him. But it was the strangest thing now. In his shy way, Chris seemed 
to like the tender massage Richard gave him a whole lot. His hands that roamed Richard's body, his kisses, the 
deep breaths he drew, all this said yes His dick, however, stayed completely unresponsive. 

After a while, Christoph broke the kiss; his hands dropped down onto Richard's hips. 

"See what | mean?" 

Richard ran a hand through Chris’ dark curls. 

| see that it’s too soon, baby. | get that you want back what we had before, and what we still have; things 
haven't changed between us, sweety. Your head wants this, yes. But your body hasn't forgotten what 
happened, and in here", he placed a hand on his friend's chest, "in here you still have a big, bleeding wound that 
will need much longer to heal than your body did. Let us be patient, Chris." 

"But | dont want it that way. | know you like it when you make me come, because | like to make you come, and 
| want to give you what you like, Reeshy. As much as | hated servicing men for money, | want to make it best 
for you What else am | there for?" 

Richard took a few deep breath. 

"Chris, nobody puts any demands on you. All | need, really need from you is that you love me. All | want is to 
see you happy and to make you feel good. Did what | just did feel good?" 

"Yes, but..." 

"But me no buts. If you felt good, then you totally gave me what | like." He took hold of his friend's still flaccid 
genitals and squeezed them gently. "You're not used to my hand anymore, baby, but if l'm allowed to touch you 
again now, then everything will come back. Your body will stop being so scared in just a little while." 

"You think?" 

| know." They lay down, and Richard pulled Chris into his arms, spooning up to him the way he loved it and 
sneaking a hand down to his friend's crotch. "I'll make sure of that." 

Christoph sighed and sniveled softly. 

"Shsh, it’s alright, baby. Dont cry, lm here." 

He kissed Chris’ neck; his hand continued to gently caress what it enclosed. 

"Wanna stay right here, or go back to the bedroom?" 

"Here", Christoph whispered. He placed a hand on Richard's wrist. "Dont stop there, okay? It feels so good." 
Richard smiled a bit, and while his hand went on with its tender ministration, his mind started wandering. Again, 
he felt, really felt the things around him. The huge stove. The candle on the windowsill - weird, in Berlin, they 
had never dared to put a candle in such a conspicuous place while here, it didn't seem to matter. The guitar, 
currently their only piece of musical equipment - had it been very hard for the others to leave their 
instruments behind? 

And Chris. What else am I there for.if Chris only knew. Knew how much he needed his shy, mellow, loving friend. 
Knew how much he needed someone who looked at him, talked to him, touched him the way Chris did. Knew 
how much he needed someone who loved him, cared for him, and didn’t want to see him beaten... 

"The man will come over tomorrow night, right?" Chris suddenly said. 

"Huh?" Richard replied, a bit stunned, but he knew what Christoph meant. Till had finally hooked up with one of 
the smugglers. 

"The man", Chris repeated. 

"Yes, he will", Richard confirmed. 


"Do you think he will do it?" 


"| dont know. After all, we have nothing to pay him with." 

"But if he does, do you think we will survive?" 

"We will. | know, | said let's do it or die trying, but | don't want to die. We just have to." 
"Yes, we just have to. | just wish..." 

"What do you wish, sweetheart?" 


"| just wish we could take this house along." 


To be continued 


Seemann 


Chapter fourteen, in which we meet two rather uncommunicative seafares, hear an old story, and take a really 
long walk. 


The fog. If there just hadn't been that much fog. But the smugglers had insisted that fog was mandatory for 
what they planned to do. 

Weird, they didn't even know the younger one’s name. 

They had come over a fortnight ago. All of them, even Till, had been startled when it had been fwo people who 
stood outside in the garden. The Stasi always sent their officers in pairs. But when they had taken off their 
oliskins, Till had recognized one of them as the man he had already been talking to at a friend's house. 
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An old man, as it seemed, although all of them were under the impression that he looked older than he 
actually was; he seemed quite agile for a guy with hair that white and a face that seamed. 

The other one was a stranger. Young, and halfway hidden behind the old man’s back, he didnt say a word, didn't 
even greet them. 

They escorted their visitors to the kitchen Olli poured them coffee and invited them to sit down. 

The old man nudged his younger companion 

"Hat." 

The boy instantly took off his watch cap. 

Only when they saw long hair falling over the dark hoody, they realized that the boy wasnt a boy at all. It was 
a girl or a very young woman of indefinable age who clearly had the old guy's eyes. 

Till sat down last of all and looked back and forth between the two of them for a while before he turned to 
the old man. 

"I know who you are, but who is that?" 

"Grandkid. It's family business." 

They all looked at each other, surprised. The girl (because a closer look revealed that it was a girl and not yet 
a women, even though she, like the man, looked old beyond her years) seemed quite young for doing such a 
dangerous job. But they figured that they'd be better off keeping their mouths shut. 

Till started talking, but having a conversation with these two less than talkative seafarers turned out to be a 
difficult thing. 

"So - you take people across the border?" 

A nod. 

"Where to?" 

"Depends." 

"Depends on what?" 

"Weather." 


"And - how? | mean, how are you doing this? By car, by boat, on foot? How?" 


"We row." 

"Along the coast..?" 

No matter how bankrupt the country was, the coast was still heavily guarded, and the border guard had firing 
order, even more strictly than they did in the past. 

"OF course not. Over the open sea." 

"You row over the open sea’, Till stated flatly. Everyone stared at the two weather-beaten figures in disbelief. 
"At least once a week. But that’s the problem. You are six" 

"Right, six. Thats a problem?" 

"We usually take the small boat. Two people and the cargo, or two more people. Can be rowed alone if 
necessary. For eight people, it would have to be the big boat. Hard work for at least four people, better six, as 
you will need a break every now and then" 

"We are six", Till pointed out. "We'd all help." 

"And how do we get back?" 

"Back?" 

"Even when empty, the big boat is unmanageable for less than four people, and it is full with eight. Me and the 
girl couldnt get back" 

"But why on earth do you want to go back?" Paul asked, stunned. "Why would anyone who found a way out of 
this country want to get back?" 

The old man eyed him ungraciously. 

“Because it’s home" 

"Home..." they heard Till quietly repeating. 

The girl, who hadn't said a word so far, tugged at her grandfather's sleeve. What now followed was a short 
and, for those people, heated discussion everyone else witnessed only one half of, as the girl just whispered 
her part into the old man’s ear - plus, people up here spoke a heavy dialect and could hardly be understood 
anyway if they didn't want to. 

Finally, the old man spoke. 

"She says we could wait. She says we could arrange for - friends to pick us up when they come for cargo." 
The man looked all but happy at the thought of being stuck in what was basically a foreign country. 

"And you would do that?" Till asked, 

The man looked at the girl. The girl nodded. 

"It’s her call" 

"It is? How come?" 

"She needs to learn the trade. Soon, the business will be all hers. She needs to learn what wrong and right 
decisions are. | don't like being stranded in the West, but we could get friends to pick us up. Now - payment" 
Till sighed "That's the trouble. We have nothing. You see how we live." 

The old man thoughtfully scratched his head. 

"That's a trouble indeed. See, | have my own reasons for helping people to flee from this country, reasons 
other than money. But | can't do it for nothing.” 

The girl tugged at her grandpa’s sleeve again and started whispering to him once more. And again, they only 
understood very little of what was said. 

"but not for nothing, girl. No way." 


More whispering. 


"What would you want with that? When would you play it..? No, we can’t take cargo back, we hardly know how 
to get back at all. That would mean that we would really do it for nothing..except for that, yes. Yes, | said that 
you'd be in charge, but we are talking business, girl. It’s not very efficient to risk your life for people you don't 
even know and get nothing but." 

The whispering stopped. Now the girl just pleaded with her eyes. 

"Whats the matter?" Till asked. 

The man took a deep breath. 

"She says that she would do it for this guitar there." 

Paul and Richard both sat up. The guitar had originally been Richard's, a very beautiful, handmade one, not the 
usual mass production. Oddly enough, he had gotten it for doing a seedy job, too. Now it belonged to all of 
them, in a way. After all, it was the only thing that was left from their dream of being a band, and everyone 
played it now and again. Even Flake, deprived of his keyboards, had learned a few chords since they had left 
Berlin. 

Richard looked at Paul. 

Paul looked at Richard. 

The girl sat waiting. 

After a while, they nodded. 

"If that’s the prize, then of course, it’s yours. Can you play it?" 

She held up her hand, thumb and forefinger just slightly apart, as if to say a litte. Her grandfather frowned. 
"You're still such a child at times." 

A short thing was whispered to him that made him examine all their faces for much longer than anyone was 
comfortable with. 

"So be it’, he eventually stated. 

A surprised "Really?" slipped out of Paul's mouth. 

"She's in charge. Maybe she'll know better next time, when we've been hungry for a while." 

Now it was the girl's turn to frown. 

"Yes, | know, we won't be exactly hungry. If we wanted to live on taking people across the border, we'd starve 
to death. Anyway. I'll go and get the boat ready. She'll stay here and lead you to Wismar the day after 
tomorrow, around noon." 

"| know how to get to Wismar", Till interjected. "I grew up here." 

"And you have been here for the last time when..? Things have changed. Six people, strolling about that close 
to the coast? Do you know where the border guard patrols? She does. 

You'll dress in everything you have", he continued. "No baggage. Bring food and water, if you have some, but 
nothing else." 

"We don't have anything else anyway.’ 
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Till had brought the girl over to grandma Lene, as the old man had told him to do. The two old souls seemed 
to know each other, and after Lene had shown her to a room she could stay in, Till had asked her about the 
two strange people they had met today. What he had brought back from the granny's house was one of those 


sad and useless stories this country was full of. 


The old guy's name was Peter, or Pete, as everyone called him. His only son had been a wild young man who 


had thought he could have his own way in everything. But of course, nobody could just have their own way in 


this country, and soon enough, he had been in jail, leaving behind a young woman and a little girl of four years 
old. And the jail hadnt been one for thieves, burglars, or murderers. It had been one for the political prisoners. 
Which was worse. 

One evening, people had frantically knocked at Pete’s door, telling him to quickly come to his son's house down 
the road. Telling him that his son's wife had gone crazy. 

The house had been a mess; Pete and his wife had hardly been able to push the door open. Inside, amidst of 
broken dishes and turned-over furniture, they had found the girl, silently clutching to a teddy bear, and, 
upstairs, their daughter- in-law, breaking everything in sight, even smashing the windows, and screaming he’s 
dead, he’s dead over and over again. 

As they slowly wormed out of her, two police officers had come by in the morning. The prison wardens had 
found Pete’s son dead the night before. He had hanged himself in his cell. 

The young woman had never recovered. They had taken her to a mental hospital, where she probably still was 
until today, and the child to an orphanage, no matter how much her grandparents pleaded for being allowed to 
keep her. Pete’s wife died soon thereafter, of grief, as people said. And Pete himself, who used to be a 
fisherman, now started smuggling, goods and, occasionally, people, figuring that the more he damage he did to 
this country, the better it probably was. 

After a while, though, they brought the kid back to her grandfather, as she was a permanent nuisance at the 
orphanage. She didn’t speak, didn't play, didn't learn, they had to spoonfeed and diaper her. The nurses simply 
didn't have the time for that. No foster family wanted such a child, either. 

Pete hadn't minded that she was the way she was. He wasn't much of a talker, too, so the both of them got 
along well, and other than her mother, the kid recovered a bit after some time. He had more or less raised 
her in his boat, had sent her to school as little as possible, and by now, they ran Pete's "business" together. 
However the girl did that. Old Lene had never heard her talking to anyone but her grandpa. She had also never 
heard her name - Pete refused to use the name his son had picked out. If anything, he called her "girl". People 
called her "Pete's girl" accordingly. 

"Pete's girl" was only sixteen, Pete about seventy. Till found it hard to believe. But like Lene herself, they both 
looked less like people, but rather like they were part of this land, literally old as dirt, yet ageless. 
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They could smell the sea long before they could hear it, even through the fog that didn't just muffle sounds, 
but also odors. There was nothing to see anyway, now that it was also getting dark. They were all pretty wiped 
from the long march the girl had taken them on, but the adrenalin in their veins kept them going. After all, 
they would try to get across the border in just a few hours. Many people had tried. Lots of them lost their 
lives that way. 

Leaving the house had been hard, not just for Till, but for all of them. It had been their shelter and refuge 
after they had escaped from Berlin, and although none of them, maybe aside from Till, could imagine to live in 
such a remoteness permanently, it had at least been safe. Trudging through this rough scenery at nightfall, 
behind a stranger who stubbornly refused to say a single word, felt all but safe, even without the thought of 
where they were heading for. 

They were lucky to have their mute guide, though. She frequently made them stop at odd times, and just a 
little later, they heard the border guard passing by in a distance, or saw fresh tire marks. Pete had been 
right: If you didn't know when and where the soldiers patroled, you ran right into them. 


It took them almost five hours to get to the outskirts of Wismar, a town that had once been a busy and even 
beautiful hanseatic city and now was as run down as virtually every town all over the country. 

The small, wooden building that finally emerged from the wafts of mist looked gloomy, but the girl walked 
straight up to it. 

It was a boat shed. They had arrived. Old Pete was already waiting. 

Old Pete also had a gun. 

The girl firmly pulled the door shut. 


To be continued 


Komm in mein Boot 


Komm in mein Boot 


They all had faced threats of all kinds in their lives, but a gun had never been among those threats, as they 
were almost impossible to purchase in this country. But those people frequently crossed the border. If any 
civilian was likely to have a gun, then of course it would be a smuggler. But why was it pointed at them? They 
had nothing, like really nothing. No money, no valuables, nothing that could have been of any interest for - well, 
basically, for anyone. 

"Strip", Pete ordered, handed the small weapon to his granddaughter and crossed his arms. 

They were stunned speechless for a few seconds, but then a penny dropped - in Till’s head. 

"You want to search us?" 

"Of course. We don't know you. For all | know, you could as well be spies, Stasi officers, whatever. Nobody goes 
aboard my boat with a weapon, or a radio, or a bug." He pointed at Till. "You. Go ahead." 

Till shrugged and did as he was told. He got why the old man was so cautious. Out there, on the open sea, they 
would be completely at each other’s mercy. Of course, neither Till nor any of his friends could be sure that 
Pete didn't intend to sell them to the coast guards, maybe for the same reason Christoph had had for selling 
himself: despair. Or that he wasnt a Stasi officer himself, or one of the countless unofficial informants who 
were faced with the decision to either go to jail themselves or to turn someone else in. But they had been the 
ones who had asked for this. Pete, on the other hand (if he really was what he appeared to be), risked a lot 
for them without having much of a reward for it. Till understood that he at least wanted to be as sure of 
them as he could possibly be. 

One by one, they were searched, Pete checked every piece of clothing they took off, turned it inside out, shook 
it, turned it inside out again, made sure that there was nothing taped to their bodies, all while the girl sat in a 
corner and mutely pointed the gun at them. 

Oddly enough, this almost ceremonial act calmed all of them down a bit. At least, they were with people who 
had obviously done this before. 

But now Pete approached Christoph. And Christoph, as the only one of them, wasn't calm at all 

Christoph had a flashback, a terrible flashback; his mind had instantly been back in that room at Henry's when 
Pete had ordered Till to take off his clothes. And now that it was his turn, he shook, somewhere deep down 
inside, and there was no way to stop it. He grabbed Richard's hand. And Richard spoke up for him right away. 
"Not him. He is..he has a bad memory there. Don't make him do this." 

"Then he’s not coming along. | won't take anyone on board who isn’t searched." 

Now Till and Paul were next to him, too. 


"Don't", Till said "Please. He's as clean as | am, | promise. | vouch for him." 


"Of course you promise", the old man replied dismissively. He looked at the girl. "You do it" He took the gun and 
nudged her towards the corner Richard had pulled Chris into. 

The girl looked at him. Christoph looked at the girl. 

Do you really want to stay behind.’ her eyes seemed to ask. 

No, | don’t, but..Chris replied wordlessly. 

| understand, but really, you cant come along like that. 

A hand, two fingers really, briefly caressed his face. 

Suddenly, something gave way inside of him. Shielded by his mates’ bodies, he started to undress. 

The girl did like her grandpa had done, turned his clothes inside out, shook them, checked his body, all in silence 
and obviously trying not to upset him too much. She even handed him his clothes back, piece by piece, which 
took a while, as Chris wore literally everything he owned. When they were done, it looked as if the girl 
seriously entertained the thought of smiling at him. But then she just went back to her grandfather who 
pocketed the gun and ruffled her hair. 

"Good girl." 

Christoph remembered Henry saying "good boy" when they had settled their initial deal. But now that he wasn't 
all that nervous any longer, he clearly heard the difference. This man would do whatever it took to protect 
what was left of his family, but he wasn’t brutal or mean. Whatever there would be to fear tonight, it 
definitely wouldnt be in the boat with them. 


Pete arranged them in pairs to row together, in a way he assumed that strengths would be about evenly 
distributed on both sides of the boat. He put Till with Richard, Flake with Christoph (and was probably right 
there, as Chris had become really thin), Paul with the girl, and Olli with himself. 

Now that they had gotten over the shock of facing a gun, they took a closer look at the two boats that were 
moored in the boat shed. 

Flake couldn't believe it. They were trying to do whaf? Rowing this nutshell over the Baltic Sea? Well, alright, 
they would just row it over the Lübeck bay, but still.. And that was what, the bigger one? Right, a way 
smaller one was moored there, too. Flake would probably have refused if Till had offered to just row him over 
the Schwerin lake in that. 

"Uhm..that isnt the boat you usually take, is it?" he asked cautiously. 

"People have done worse", Pete retorted while he helped his passengers into the dinghy. "Jumped off ships and 
swam, tried to escape in foldboats, on rubber rafts, in diving suits, all without being able to navigate, without 
knowing what the fuck they were doing. Some succeeded, many of them died. Not because they got caught - 
they simply drowned. Once, a youngster paddled on a tractor tire from Ahrenshoop to fucking Denmark and 
survived. You'll at least be in a real boat - ", so shut up he clearly wanted to add. 

So Flake did shut up, figuring that he'd better save his breath for later. 

The girl undid the last knot in the rope that held the boat in place and switched off the light in the boat shed 
before she jumped into the boat last of all, sat down at the stern and lit a simple storm lantern. Old Pete 
started to explain what was to happen next. 

"Alright, lads. We need to get out of the Wismar bay as quickly as possible, as there is always a lot of - 
traffic. You two", he pointed at Till and Richard, "go first, along with him", Olli, obviously, "and myself, as we are 
the strongest. I'll tell you when it’s time to change shifts. 


| want nobody to talk. We have a foggy night, that means little wind, but also zero visibility. The only way to 
avoid bumping into a shore patrol is her", the girl, as it seemed, "listening. They have motor boats; she hears 
them way before they see us. The instant the lantern goes out, every motion stops Don't speak, don’t take in 
the oars, don't do anything, until she relights it. Got that? Then let's get started. And pace yourself, we've got 
a long night ahead." 

Paul sat at the stern next to the girl, along with Chris and Flake, and watched the guys on the benches putting 
themselves into the oars. The boat shed quickly disappeared in the fog, as did the few lights of the harbor. It 
was similar to leaving Berlin, similarly dark and windy (even though Pete had said that it wasn't windy at all, 
but the wind always blew up here), just even colder and less comfortable than it had been on the van 

Paul had to admit that he was scared. Maybe he would get the chance to ask the old mariner whether he had 
ever gotten caught, and if so, what had happened. Police men where the same here and in Berlin, after all, and 
even though he couldn't picture Pete on his knees giving blowjobs, like Paul had done, there was the girl..he 
looked at her sideways. She wasn't what one could call a dazzling beauty; dressed in dark oilskin, muffled up and 
hooded, she could as well have been a boy, as they had all thought when they had first seen her. But cops 
weren't picky, and border guards probably werent, either. 

He looked down on the wooden box that served as a table. The lantern was fixed there somehow, right next to 
a compass. 

"Is that your only way to navigate?" Paul asked in a low voice. 

She nodded and put a finger on her lips. 

Paul sighed. They had been on the boat for only about fifteen minutes, and he was already feeling the cold. 

Olli admired the old man’s strength, he had a hard time keeping up with him. They had forgotten to ask how 
long their trip would take, but now it was too late. The only words that were spoken on the boat at all were 
Pete's short orders to pull harder, or to slow down a little, or to mind that they still had a long way to go, 
but all in all, they seemed to be going straight on pretty decently. The girl, who watched the compass, gave 
her grandpa small signs whenever they didn't, but they were obviously quite talented at this. 

But it was exhausting nonetheless, hard work of a kind Olli wasnt used to. He wasn't freezing, like those who 
sat at the stern probably were, but he started wondering how long he could do this. And how long it would 
take for Richard's right side to start aching. 

Christoph sat between Flake and the girl, his gaze wandering back and forth over his companions’ faces, 
although he couldnt see much of them. Olli and old Pete vanished in the fog and the darkness almost 
completely, Till and Richard focused on their work, as did the girl. It looked like she had been watching this 
compass needle for all of her life. No surprise she was that mute. 

Paul and Flake were scared, Christoph saw it. By now, he knew that Flake was scared way more often than he 
had assumed in the past. When he had taken care of Chris’ injury, he had sometimes felt his fingers trembling, 
and not because he would have found it embarrassing to touch a private place like this. Christoph had never 
seen him so genuinely relieved than when the inflammation that had started developing there finally went down 
and the wound had closed. It was none of Chris’ doing, but he had been oddly proud to be on the receiving end 
of the one and only tight hug he had ever witnessed Flake giving. 

And Paul..he had seen a greater variety of emotions on Paul's face in the last two month than he had seen in 


the almost two years before, but actual fear had never been amongst them. Now it was very clearly there. 


Chris felt sorry for him. No matter how pissed off or hurt or tired his friend was, he loved to live, was 
always full of energy, full of plans. Fear didn't suit him, but now it seized him badly. He wanted to take Paul's 
hand; Richard surely wouldn't have minded. But for some reason, he didnt dare to do it in front of the two 
strangers they were with, even though it was dark. 

The weirdest thing was that Christoph himself wasn't scared at all. Maybe that would change quickly, should 
they run into a coastal patrol, but no matter how fearful he usually was, he seemed to have left all angst 
behind in the boat shed. 

If it just hadn't been that cold. Christoph didnt mind the fog or the darkness, but this damp cold crept 
between the layers of clothes he wore and made him shiver. He cuddled up to Flake and fixed his gaze on the 


ridiculously small flame of the storm lantern, the only warm thing within miles. 


"Over there, what's that?" 

Till's voice. 

"The lighthouse of Timmendorf", Pete answered. "We are making good time. But you", he nudged Till with his 
foot, "you need to slow down a bit. Your mate can't keep up with you." 

Richard gritted his teeth. He was used to pain, and up until now, it was still tolerable, but his right side already 
hurt like fuck. And there was no distraction Nothing to see, nothing to listen to except for the waves splashing 
against the boat, no conversation to lose himself in, nothing. A tiny spot of light that illuminated the girl's face 
and very little else; Chris, Paul and Flake were in the dark. As it was the only thing to look at, Richard started 
looking at this face, wondering whether they would ever hear what that young woman's voice sounded like. 
Rusty, because it was never used? Creaky, like the wooden boat she grew up in? Swishing, like the wind and the 
water? 

He remembered the other boat they had seen in the boat shed, the boat the old man had said they used when 
they took this trip alone. It was finy, plain and simple tiny. Was that where Pete had raised his granddaughter? 
Was that how he had raised her, ordered to silence all the time, like they were now? What happened when 
they were out there and a storm approached? Or when they bumped into a patrol boat? And why the fuck did 
these people always come back, why didn't they leave this hard and dangerous life behind? "It’s home", Pete 
had said. Could home really mean that much to anybody? 

Home for Richard meant these guys he lived with. Till, on the bench next to him, trying not to pull so hard to 
give Richard the chance to keep up with him. Olli, behind them, his calm and secure second. Flake, who 
frequently hid his heart of gold under all that grumpiness.. Paul. Being mad at Paul had been awful, not just 
because of what he thought Paul was doing, but also because it would have been terribly painful to lose a 
friend like him. 

And Chris. Chris. If Richard would have been asked to define home, the picture would have been most 
incomplete without Chris. As if Chris had known how much this spot would hurt in just a few hours, he had 
kissed and caressed Richard's freshly healed right side for a long time last night. What had also happened last 
night was that Richard had been allowed to look at and slightly touch Christoph’s injured place. Chris had 
simultaneously moaned and cried. 

Chris. Chris. 

Richard's right side hurt like hell, what was the use in lying. 

The beacon disappeared in the fog. 


To be continued 


In der Dunkelheit 


In der Dunkelheit 


The old man suddenly spoke up. 

"Alright, time to swap seats." 

Till let go of the oar, relieved. Richard's growing despair had literally radiated off him since the lighthouse had 
come in sight. Till's own arms still were pretty much okay; the construction site had obviously been good 
exercise. What hurt pretty badly was his rear. He had no idea what time it was, although he knew how far it 
was from Wismar to the lighthouse of Timmendorf - not that far - but it felt like he had already spent hours 
on that wooden seat. 

Pete placed the boys, Chris and Flake at the prow, Paul on the seat that had been Till's so far, the girl next to 
him. 

"Okay, now pull, evenly. Keep in mind how far we still have to go. You", he pointed a Richard, "what's the matter 
with you?" 

"| broke a rib, about six weeks ago." 

Pete lifted an eyebrow. 

"And you didn't tell me?" 

"You didn’t ask." 

Till ruffled Richard's hair. 

They sat down at the stern, and Pete rummaged the box of sandwiches they had brought along. They ate 
hungrily and passed around bottles of water while the old seadog issued a few instructions to the rowers. 
"Isnt it a bit odd that we didn't come upon a coastal patrol so far?" Till asked. "I thought that the bay must 
be swarming with them." 

"It is, but it’s mostly fake, at least in the bay itself. If they really did all the things they are ordered to, life in 
town would come to a standstill. It is way too complicated to distinguish between legal and illegal activity in the 
bay, so for most part, you'll be left alone there. But once you passed the lighthouse, there is no legal reason 
for a small boat like this to be out here any longer, so we'd better watch out now." 

Seizing this moment of talkatively, Till asked "Did you ever get caught?" 

"Few times." 

"How come you're not in jail then?" 

"The border guard likes the stuff we smuggle, especially the booze. When you are getting busted, you'd better 
have a few bottles of it on board. If you do, you'll just get beaten, and your cargo is gone. If you don't, you'll 
get beaten, your cargo is gone, and you go to jail. There is no excuse for smuggling people, though. If you get 
caught with refugees on board, they'll shoot you on sight. Along with everyone who is with you." 

Till saw Richard putting down his sandwich, seemingly not that hungry any longer all of the sudden 

"Eat", Pete ordered. "Will be your turn again soon enough." He looked down on the compass. "And you", 


apparently Flake, "you need to pull harder. We are getting off course." 
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Flake groaned. He had hoped that he wouldn't feel like a galley slave, but he had obviously hoped in vain. He 
knew he was no Hercules, he had never been. But he hadn't thought that it would be that bad. Pulling harder? 
For fuck’s sake, he was already pulling as hard as he could! At least, except for his hands and face, he wasn't 
cold anymore. 

Hopefully, the place they were heading for was worth it. 

Flake liked to do things his way, but he preferred to do them on the proper side, so to speak, without getting 
in trouble with the police, the Stasi, or with whomever. It wasn’t possible to combine that in this country, 
which was why he had agreed on this madness. He would just have to hope that - 

| front of him, the girl suddenly held up her hand. The old man put out the lantern right away. 

Flake remembered too late that Pete had said "dont take in the oars". lf he didn't want to make a noise, he had 
keep on holding it up now. The loudest thing he heard were Paul's quick and shallow breaths. What was the 
matter? 

After a while, Flake heard what might have been an engine, somewhere far away, and was under the 
impression that he saw lights. But it was all so vague he could as well just have imagined it. And right, quite 
soon, a Zippo was lit, and then the lantern, too. 

"IFs okay, it’s far away and retreats", Pete said. 

Flake realized only now that his heart clearly wanted out of his chest. 

"We're not making enough speed’, the old man stated after what seemed like an eternity. However he could tell. 
"Let's swap seats again." 

Richard didn't know whether he should be horrified or grateful. His arms hurt, as was to be expected, and his 
right side that had almost killed him earlier surely hadn't gotten any better now. But the cold almost drove 
him nuts. As soon as his only task had been to just sit there and keep his mouth shut, it had crept up to him, 
into his boots, up the sleeves of his jacket, into his collar, and finally into every fucking bone in his boay. 
"Whats the matter?" Till had whispered into his ear after a little while. "You're shaking like a leaf" 

"I'm cold. What the hell are we doing here, Till? What the hell are these people doing when it’s windy or when 
they somehow get wet?" 

"| dunno, Reesh. How's your rib?" 

"Don't remind me." 

Till had looked at him with the faint smile he always had for him. 

"Come here, little brother." 

There was no warmth they could have shared, but Till’s massive body at least was something solid to lean 
into, and his big hand, slowly stroking over the hurting area, had been calming. Richard wished that he could 
have just closed his eyes and fallen asleep, but he was way Too nervous. 

Pain or no pain, at least he wouldn't be that cold any longer, now that it was his turn to row once more. 

Soon, he wished to simply freeze again, though. Till tried to make sure that he didn't do anything Richard 
couldn't keep up with, but after a while, he wasn't sure where the salty mist on his face came from, whether 
it was sea water or tears. 


Without any warning, the light went out again 


Paul heard them clearly this time. Heard the deep hum of an engine, saw the searchlight shining through the 
fog. They came so close that he thought that he could even hear voices. And this time, the whole spooky thing 
didn't retreat. It stayed where it was. 

Two minutes. 

Five minutes. 

The light went back and forth. Would they find them? Did they know that there was this little wooden boat 
right next to them? Would they just fire a few shots into the fog to find out? Go away, he thought, go away, 
leave us alone, please, go away, | dont want fo get raped, | don't want to get shot, | dont want to dle, not now, 
not here, not Ike this, dont you have a home, dont you have a family waiting for you, leave, please leave, go back 
there, leave us alone.. 

Suddenly, Paul felt a hand covering his mouth and found that to his surprise, his lips were moving against it. 
He hadn't even realized that he was talking, maybe because his voice didn't sound like his voice at all. He took a 
deep breath. 

An unfamiliar scent. Tar, seaweed, salt. Hardly any warmth. The girl. 

"Shsh!" 

He tried to pull himself together. Was he the only one at the verge of freaking out? 

The engine sounds got louder. 

But then they retreated, 

They sat in the darkness for a long time. After a while, the cold hand left Paul's mouth. After a little longer, 
the Zippo clicked. The lantern’s tiny flame sprang to life again. 

"Pull", the old seafarer’s gruff voice simply demanded. 

Paul found his face carefully examined by the girl, who shook her head, got out of the way, and nudged him 
towards Flake and Christoph. He squeezed his butt in the narrow space between them and felt a little calmer 
right away. 

It was, admittedly, November. But none of them had ever realized that nights could drag on and on and on like 
this. There was no way for them to tell what time it was, whether they were making progress or still were on 
the right course. No night at a club, at a job, at a police station, had ever felt that endless. 

They swapped seats at increasingly shorter intervals, even both the skippers had exhausted their strength by 
now. Eventually, when in the morning dawn more wind arose, Richard started crying openly because his pain 
became unbearable. Pete shooed him off the bench, put Olli with Till instead, told Flake how to watch the 
compass and got the girl to take Ollis place next to himself. 

"How come you two can row together?" Till asked him. "You dont seem to match very well." 

"I should know how to row with my own kid", Pete replied curtly. "However, we didn't progress the way we 
usually do. If we don't see the lighthouse of Pelzerhaken soon, we're in deep shit." 

Paul finally saw it first. 

"There! That looks like what we saw in the evening! Is that the lighthouse?" 

They all turned around the best they could. 

"Yes, that’s it" The old man sounded relieved. "It wont be long now." 

And really, just when there was enough light to see the compass needle without the lantern, they saw a few 


lights shimmering through the fog. A few minutes later, the boat docked at a wooden jetty in a small, dirty 


harbor. The climbed onto it, took a few steps, and found themselves standing in a deserted street, looking at 
nothing but each other. 

"We did it, right?" Paul asked, as if he couldn't believe it. 

"Yes, looks like we did it’, Till confirmed. "By the way, where are we?" 

"Town's called Retin. Next city’s Neustadt. That's where you'll go next, to a precinct in Neustadt. You'll have to 
turn yourselves in as illegal immigrants. But don't worry, I've never heard that people who made it across the 
border weren't treated fairly." 

"But we dont have to go there now, do we?" Till asked. He and Paul supported a weak-kneed Flake while Richard 
leaned on Chris and Olli. Pete cast an appraising glance at them. 

| don't think so. You", he continued, nudging his granddaughter, "go find a place for your passengers to stay at. 
You know what to do.” 

The girl fetched something from the boat, a small box or bag, and quickly disappeared in an alley, just to come 
back after a few minutes, nodding briefly. 

The place she led them to was a pub, closed, of course, at this time of the day. But the back door was open 
and a thin man in his fifties greeted Pete. 

"Hey, old lad, you did it again, huh? One of these days, they'll gun you down, | tell you. That's the guys? What a 
miserable bunch..tea will be ready right away. Food will take a little longer, | wasn’t expecting guests at seven in 
the morning..uhm, Pete, you brought me some - you-know-what, | presume?" 


"f course. Hurry up, man, we're freezing to death." 


Whatever it was that Pete had brought along for their host, it made for a very good breakfast with lots of 
hot tea and plenty of food. Still a bit overwhelmed and ready to drop, they silently ate and drank whatever 
they were offered and were finally shown up to two guest rooms. The patron scratched his head. 

"Uhm. That's just four beds. This aint no hotel, y’know..” 

"Don't worry, we are fine", Till said. "Thanks a lot, it’s very kind of you to open your place at that time at all." 
‘Oh, that’s okay. There's hardly anything | wouldn't do for Pete. I'll get you a few extra blankets, bathroom’s 
over there, hope you brought towels - oh, you didn't bring towels? I'll bring you a few towels, too, old Pete 
tormented you quite a bit, huh? That guy's arms are made of steel, | swear, arm wrestling contests are 


totally pointless when he’s around..get a snatch of sleep everyone, you look awful” 


They showered in pairs, albeit just out of habit, there was plenty of hot water. But it turned out to be 
impossible to decide who would be rooming with whom - nobody liked the thought of being separated They sat 
on the huge king-size bed in one of the rooms, wrapped into blankets, too tired to just as much as figure out 
which piece of damp clothing belonged to whom. 

"| wonder was it was that Pete had for - what did he call him, Roland? " Paul said, yawning. 

"Dunno", Till replied, "but he seems to like it a lot, considering the breakfast he made for us." 

"Till", Richard said softly after a little while, "do you have any idea what the girl said to Pete that made him do 
this? Remember, when we sat in the kitchen and Pete said that he couldn't do it for nothing? She whispered 
something, then he looked at all of us, and then he said so be it." 

| asked him when | showed them out. The girl was already at the garden gate..she asked him to do it for the 
two boys with the sad eyes, because else, they wouldn't have a chance." 

Richard frowned. 

"Old Lene said something like that, too. She said that Chris had such sad eyes. But who else did the girl mean?" 


Till ruffled his hair, the way he often did. 

"If | should take a wild guess, I'd say she meant you, little brother.” 

Flake and Olli emerged from the shower, last of all. 

"Can't we just all stay in here?" Olli asked "I don't want to be alone." 

They crammed into the big bed together like sardines a tin, it worked only because Olli and Flake were so skinny 
- and because Paul decided to sleep on Tils chest, like he usually did. Richard enfolded Chris in his arms and 
snuggled into Till’s side, Olli cuddled up to Chris, and Flake pushed his head under Till’s arm. 

"Y'know what, Till?" Flake asked. 

"Huh?" 


"Wild horses couldnt drag me into a rowboat ever again" 


To be continued 


Ich will 


1996 - Ich will 


„God, Chris, | don’t think | will be able to sleep tonight, I'm way too nervous." 

Richard had paced, bounced back and forth and dropped everything he had tried to pick up for almost two 
days now. 

Tomorrow. 

Tomorrow they would play their biggest gig so far. 

"Reesh, you love to be on stage. What's the point in getting so worked up about it?" Christoph asked. 

"| do love it, of course | do love it, but that doesn't mean that lm not nervous as fuck!" 

"I know, but could you stop pacing, please? You're driving me nuts, buddy." 

"I tried. | tried to sit down all day long. It didnt work." He started pacing once more. 

Christoph suddenly got up, grabbed him and wrapped his arms around him. 

"Stop it, Reesh, | mean it." 

The sight of Chris’ beautiful eyes, so close to his face, really made Richard pause for a moment. 

"Make me", he whispered. 

And his friend did. His warm mouth captured Richard's, and right away, pacing didnt seem to be all that 
necessary any longer. 

"That always works", Christoph smiled when they separated after a few minutes. 

‘Of course it does", Richard replied. "It worked prior to wrestling matches, so why not prior to a gig?" 

He felt Chris’ hand slowly running through his hair. 

"I'm glad there are no more wrestling matches, Reeshy', he said softly. 

"Me too." Richard put a little kiss on his lover's face. "Sometimes, | miss it a bit, but playing a concert is 
definitely better." 

They looked out of the cheap hotel room's window, to where the sun was about to set after a hot summer 
day. So much had happened to them within the last eight month, it was downright unbelievable. 

Their first insecure steps in this strange country. 

Turning themselves in at the police station The first cop they had to deal with had been a bit of a jerk, but 
the next one, an old guy for whom they had been just a continuation of the long line of refugees he had seen 
in his professional life, had really helped them. 

The weeks and weeks at an asylum center. It was only a month now that they lived in an actual apartment. 
All the people they had met. A few assholes among them, like everywhere, but quite alright for most part. 
The whole country, so familiar in so many respects, and still so strange in so many others. 

And the music. Richard hadnt even known that he could miss something he had never really had. 

Paul, who made friends easily, had gotten them gigs at clubs (legal clubs, for a change) before they had just 


as much as a residence permit, gigs they played on borrowed equipment, sometimes to horribly lackluster 


audiences. But word spread about these six guys from the east who called themselves Rammstein, and by now, 
they drew so much attention that they had been invited to play at one of the smaller music festivals that 
seemed to take place all over the country all summer long. That was already more than they had ever 
dreamed of. 

The gig would be tomorrow. No surprise that Richard's nerves were shot. But Christoph’s arms around his 
waist, his soft kisses and his beautiful smile did what they had always done for Richard: made sure that he 
could relax. 

Chris. His still so shy and quiet, his tender and loving friend. 

Sometimes, his eyes were still sad. 

Then they talked, or spent hours just holding each other. But it had gotten better since they were out of the 
asylum center. Chris smiled a bit more frequently now. 

And more and more often, he also was up for more than just a cuddle. He never said it, but he had that 
special kind of smile to suggest doing - well, more. 

He smiled that way now. Richard kissed the tip of his nose and pulled him down onto the bed. He had something 
special to ask of his friend today. 

"Chris, when we talked the other day, when you were... down.. remember what | said? | said that it was so sad 
that you and me, that we never - never went all the way together before all that shit happened, and that | 
wish that | could have been your first time. Because | would never have hurt you, not in a thousand years. Do 
you still remember that?" 

Christoph just gave him a quizzical look. 

"We can't change the past, as much as I'd want to, and | know that you probably will never want to try this. 
But there is something | sti! wish for." 

Christoph cocked his head. 

"Which is...2" 

| want you to be my first time." 

His friend looked at him, wide-eyed. 

"Reesh, l.l mean, I..look, I've been there. It hurts. It was the most excruciating pain | ever felt. | would never 
want that for you, and | surely wouldnt do that to you myself” 

"It wouldn't be that way, love. You're not like him. You wouldn't be out to cause pain, the way he did, you would 
want to make it good. You always know what | need and how | feel. You are always tender and careful. Even 
when | had the broken rib, you managed to sleep so close to me without hurting me just once. And me, | would 
have no reason to be scared. I'd be relaxed and happy. It would be the closest my sweetheart could ever get 
to me, and | would love that." 

Chris just kept looking at him, like he was trying to look into his heart. That was another thing he did more 
frequently lately, as Richard had realized. 

"And what if you don't, Reeshy? What if | hurt you nonetheless?" 

“Then you would notice way before it got bad, sweety, because you wouldn't hurt me in a thousand years, 
either. Then we would just - do something else." 

"You really want that?" Christoph asked again. 

"Yes, | want that. With you. Can we try?" 

Chris looked at him for another minute. And then, instead of saying yes or no, he kissed him. Richard felt a 


hand sneaking under his shirt: 


It was still a challenge at times to get a response out of Christoph’s body. When he was having a bad day, was 
upset or depressed or angry, then no matter what Richard did or didn't do, nothing would happen, no matter 
how much Chris had initially wanted it. Then he'd get frustrated and even more upset and wouldn't want to be 
touched for at least two days. And even on a good day, it took long, incredibly long for him to get hard and 
even longer to come, although he generally enjoyed the things Richard did. Richard sometimes thought that the 
trauma his friend had suffered was like a big hole, a hole that needed to be filled with loads of love and care 
first before a tender touch even had a chance to get through to Chris. 

Today seemed to be one of the good days, though. As Richard started to kiss his way down Christoph’s body 
after getting rid of their shirts, he could feel his hips slowly shifting towards him, and when he finally got 
down to Chris’ still cloth-covered crotch and kissed him through the fabric, he just knew that today, he would 
have no trouble turning what was still so soft and pliant now into a proper erection soon He pulled down his 
friend's boxers, uncovered his beautiful dick and closed his lips around it’s tip. 

Christoph was still unsure what to think of blowjobs. He never gave them, for obvious reasons, and although 
he seemed to like feeling his lover’s tongue tending to him that way, Richard hardly ever did it, either. He knew 
his Chris. He would assume that Richard did it just to urge him into trying it himself, and that was exactly 
what Richard didnt want. Once, just once Chris had attempted to kiss him there, very timidly, and had 
hesitantly skimmed his tongue over Richard's cockhead, like he was trying a new dish and wasn't sure whether 
or not he would like it. 

At least, he hadnt disliked it completely. 

They hadn't said a single word about it, but Richard had given him a long and sensual backrub afterwards, 
something he knew Chris enjoyed as much as Richard did, to show him his appreciation 

But today, it seemed to be the right thing to do. It was an almost fail-safe way to get Chris hard - what a 
shame that it was fraught with such bad memories. And on top of that, Richard loved it. Christoph had a long 
foreskin, and playing with it always was a lot of fun for both of them. Richard pushed it back with his lips, 
softly lapped at his friend's exposed cockhead, slipped it back over the glans, gently tugged at it with his lips, 
slid in a finger and stroked its inside, all until Chris was squirming on the bed and made all these little noises 
Richard loved to hear. 

Richard remembered seeing him like that for the first time. Remembered how surprised he had been. For a 
while, it had felt like this didn't even happen to him, more like he was watching this marvelous scene from 
above, and the surprising thing had been just how right it had looked. Richard had never been with another guy. 
And still, he had known that these two guys he saw belonged to each other, beyond doubt. Then Chris had 
touched him, really touched his hard cock for the very first time and Richard had suddenly been back inside 
himself, found that his mouth had started moaning his lover’s name in his absence and had climaxed almost 
immediately... 

After a while, Richard's kisses wandered back up to where they had started, to his friend's mouth. 

"Chris, I'd like to show you something." 

Chris eyed him questioningly. 

"Id like to show you why | want you inside of me. I'd like to show you what | want to feel your dick doing." He 
squeezed a bit of lube into his hand. "Don't worry, | will just be one finger. One finger doesn't hurt. | promise 
not to do more. Would that be okay?" 

"You know about that - spot there?" Christoph asked, surprised 

"Yes, | do. | found it one lonely night in the bathroom of Tils house. You know it, too?" 


"| - happened to feel it. Back then. But | didn't. didn’t allow it. | knew that this was for you. Does that make 
sense?" 

"It - it does", Richard said, one half of him smiling, the other half feeling like crying. For you.. He nuzzled 
Christoph’s neck. There was this picture again, this picture that sometimes flashed through Richard's mind 
since Chris had told him everything: a shabby room, his friend’s tears, Henry..he pushed it away for now, but 
it reminded him to be extra-extra careful. 

"Dont think of then’, he whispered. "Enjoy this.” 

And while they still kissed, Richard slowly pushed a lubed finger into his mate’s trembling body. 

‘It’s okay, baby, relax. Look, I'm already in. How does that feel?" 

'It's..nice", Chris replied softly. 

"Just nice?" Richard teased him. "Wait a second, it will get much nicer. Did you ever feel anything down here 
that was actually good, huh, baby?" 

Chris just shook his head. 

"You will" Richard pushed in a bit deeper and felt for the spot where he knew a touch felt almost too good to 
be true. 

His friend was too surprised to even moan when Richard finally got there. Just his big blue eyes got even 
bigger. Richard pressed into the spot a little harder. Christoph’s stomach muscles twitched, but that was the 
only thing that happened. He didn’t even breathe. 

Now did that mean that it was so good or so bad that it took his lover's breath away? 

Eventually, after almost a minute, Chris uttered a single "Oh". Richard kissed the corner of his mouth. 

"Oh yes or oh no, baby?" 

A slight turn of his head, a deep, deep kiss. Definitely a yes. 

‘| want to feel just that, love", Richard said when Christoph let go of his lips. "Whenever | tried to do that 
alone, | imagined you being there inside of me." He nudged this sweet spot one more time and then slowly pulled 
out his finger. 

Chris looked up to him very pensively. 

"But that..entrance..it’s so..so small." 

"If you prepare me, it will be just fine, babe. | cannot imagine that it shouldn't fit. After all, we fit together in 
every other respect, too." 

Christoph sat up, and Richard's heart started pounding. Had he pushed it too far? 

But no, Chris reached for the lube. 

"Remember me giving you backrubs after the wrestling matches?" 

"Hm-mh. | loved them." 

Christoph’s lips touched his ear. 

"You have no idea how much /loved them. Let's do that first, okay?" 

Richard rolled over and precautiously stuffed both their pillows underneath his stomach. His friend’s warm, 
lube-slick hands touched his shoulders. 

It was the first backrub Richard ever received without being in pain. He almost melted into the bed as Chris 
slowly worked his way down his body and took away the tension and nervousness that had seized him all day 
long. 

More cool liquid, this time trickling into his ass crack. Richard spread his legs a bit, giving Chris access to the 
spot he wanted him to touch. A hand slid between his buttocks, a finger gingerly stroked his entrance. 
Entrance. Chris had said this word as if he couldn't believe it. 


The finger entered him almost effortlessly. 

Oh. 

Good. 

There, the spot. 

Ooohhh. 

Gooood. 

Richard wondered which part of his anatomy caused all that bliss. Nobody had ever told him about this..oh..so.. 
sweet..spot..there. 

"Gimme another finger, Chris... 

The sensation at his hole intensified. 

"Still okay, Reeshy?" 

"Are you kidding? It’s great... 

More sensation. The fingers spread, stretched him, gently and for a long time. Richard had to try hard not to 
move, not to grab hold of his cock; it felt like just the slightest touch there would make him come right away. 


He turned his head. 

"Come, Chris. I'm ready for you." 

The fingers left him. Christoph’s gaze wandered back and forth between Richard's butt and his own erection 
"IFs okay, baby. Go ahead. We'll both love it, | promise." 

"How..! mean..how do you want me to..2" 

"Il just stay like this.” 

And then he felt it. Felt the dick he had touched so often opening him up, invading him, going deeper and 
deeper, filling him; it was huge, Auge, and Richard felt how much this could have hurt - but it didn't. The 
sensation teetered at the brink of pain, but it always stayed on the side of pleasure. As if Chris would ever 
hurt him. 

"Reeshy, are you alright?" 

"More than alright. Come close, love." 

He felt Chris laying down on his back, and all he had to do was to turn his head once again - and there was his 
friend's lovely face, his beautiful eyes, his soft lips that now touched his own in one of these shy kisses 
Richard loved so much. The dick inside of him slowly started moving. 

It seemed to be more difficult to find the right spot that way than it had been with a finger; Chris hit it just 
randomly, but Richard didn’t mind. There was so much else to feel. His beloved friend's sheer presence inside 
of him. The friction between his entrance and Chris’ dick. The gentle motion of their hips that caused Richard's 
hard and throbbing cock to rub against sheets. Chris’ irregular breaths. The play of his muscles against 
Richard's back. And the general feeling of being covered, enveloped, protected and safe, the same he had felt 
back then in Till's house; he had been longing for such a safe place for all of his life, and now Chris gave him 
this place, was this place, his place... 

Suddenly, every motion stopped. Penetrating him as deeply as he could, Chris came inside of him for what felt 
like an eternity. 

Richard held very still while his friend recovered on top of him, but it was even harder now than it had been 
when Chris had opened him up. He hadn't come yet. He was close, so close, but his body was pressed into the 
bed so tightly that he couldn't do anything as long as Chris was lying there on his back 

"Baby..?" he eventually whispered. 


"Huh?" 

"Please, release me, | need to come, please, please let me come..." 

Chris pulled out and slid off him right away. Richard rolled over, but before he could move a hand down to his 
crotch, Chris was already there and did what he had never done before: he took the tip of Richard's penis into 
his mouth. And while he felt his friend’s tongue teasing him, Richard came with a loud groan, helped along by 
Christoph’s hand that gently squeezed his balls. 

When he could think again, he looked down his body and realized that Christoph placed tender kisses all over his 
stomach while his hand covered Richard's now flaccid dick. 

Had Chris really done what he remembered him doing? He held out his arms. 

"Come up here, Chris." 

They snuggled into each other, and after a while of rubbing his nose against Christoph’s, Richard kissed him 
for a long time. 

"Was that okay, baby?" 

"You taste better", Chris mumbled a bit absentmindedly. 

Richard grinned, he couldn't help it. 

"See, sweety, it’s like | said. We fit together in every respect" 


They lay next to each other in silence until the last light faded. Richard looked at the guitar that stood in the 
corner of the room. He had brought it way before they could have afforded it - well, they stil couldn't afford 
it; it wasn't even fully paid yet. But he had seen it and known that he just had to have it. It looked almost like 
the one they had paid the smugglers with. 

"Chris, what do you think has happened to Pete and his girl? Do you think they got home safely?" 

"| dont know..! hope so. | hope that your guitar gets played very often..you know what I'd like to do? I'd like to 
take a trip up to the coast, to Rettin, where we first landed. I'd like to see Roland and ask him about them. Ask 
him whether Pete still brings him..whatever it was." 

"We will", Richard said. "If the guys dont want to come along, we'll go there alone, but | think they will want to. 
And if that record company really invites us to Hamburg..it’s just a stone's throw from there.” He smiled, still 
mesmerized by the thought possibly getting invited by an actual record company. They had said that they 


wanted to see their performance tomorrow and would hook up with them after the gig. 


"Can you believe that, love? Do you think that they will call..?" 


THE END 


